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A RECEIPT 

ro .HBStORE STELI.A*8 YOUTH. 1724-5* 

The Scottish hinds, too poor to hous« ' 
In frosty nights their starving cows. 
While not a blade of glass or hay- 
Appears from MichaeltT$3s to May, 
Must let their cattle range in vain 
For food along the barren plain. 
Meagre and lank with fasting grown. 
And nothing left but skin and bone -, 
£xpo8*d to want, and wind, and weather. 
They just keep life and soul together, ( 

Till summer showers and cvening*s dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew j 
And, as the vegetables rise, 
The famish'd cow her want supplies: 
Without an ounce of last year's flesh j . 
Whatever she gains is young and fresh; 
Grows plump and round, and full of mettle, 
As rising from Medea's kettle. 
With youth and beauty to enchant 
Europa's counterfeit gallant. 

Why, Stella, should you knit your brow^ 
If I compare you to a cowi 

VOL.Xl. . 3 



SWIFTS POEMS. 

Tis just the case 5 for you have fasted 
So long, till all your flesh is wasted; 
And must against the warmer days 
Be sent to Quilca down to graze; 
Where mirth, and excfrcise, and airy- 
Will soon your appetite repair : , 
The nutriment will fxodi within. 
Bound all your body, plump your skin ; 
Wi]l agitate the lazy flood. 
And fill your veins with sprightly blood : 
Nor flesh nor blood wiU he th^ -saiftie) 
Nor aught of Stella but the name ; ' 

For what was ever understood^ 
By humankind, but flesh and blood ? 
And if your flesh and blbod be new. 
You'll be no more the former you ; 
But for a blooming nymph will pass, ~ 
Just fifteen, coming summer's grass. 
Your jetty locks with garlands crowo'd : 
While all the /squires for nine miles rouod. 
Attended by a hrace of curs. 
With jockey boots and silver spurs. 
No less than justices o* quorum. 
Their cow-^boys bearing cloaks before 'em. 
Shall leave deciding broken pates. 
To kiss your steps at Quiica gates. 
But, lest you should my skill disgrace, 
(^ome back before you're out of case; 
For if to Michaelmas you stay. 
The new-born €esh will melt away; 
The 'squire in scorn will fly the house 
For better game, and look for grouse ; 
But here, before the frost can mar it, 
Well make it Arm with beef aud daret« 
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StELLA*S ttlRTHUAY. J1724*5; 

As, when a beauteous njnnpb decays. 
We say, she s past ber.daaci^g d^y^i 
So poets lose their feet by time. 
And can no bnger dance in rhyme; 
Vour annual bard h2»d rather chose 
To celebrate your-birth in proi^ : 
Yet merry folks, who wai^t by cjxance 
A pair to make a country dance. 
Call the old housekeeper, and get het 
To filf a place, fear want of better : 
While Sheridan is off the hooks. 
And friend Delany at bis books. 
That Stella may avoid disgrace. 
Once more the Dean suppli^ theli: place« 

Beauty and wi^ too sad a truth ! 
Have always been confined to youth j 
The god of wit and beauty's qiieen, 
He twenty-one, and she dfteen. 
No poet ever sweetly sung, 
Unless he were, like Phoebus, young $ 
Nor ever nympk inspird to rhyme. 
Unless, like Venus, in her prime. 
At fifty-six^ if this be true. 
Am I a poet fit for you ? 
Or, at the age of forty-three. 
Are you a subject fit for me j 
Adieu 1 bright wi^ and radiant eyes! 
You must be grave, and I be wise. 
Our fate in vain we would oppose : 
But l"ll be still your friend in prose: 
Esteem and friendship to express. 
Will not require poetick dressy 
b3 



shift's poems. , 
And, if the MiTse deny her aid 
To have them suDg» they may be said^ 

But, Stella, say, what evil tongue 
Beports you are no longer young; 
That Time sits, with his sithe to mo.w^ 
Where erst sat Cupid with his bow ; 
That half your locks are turn'd to gray ? 
ril ne'er believe a word they say. , 
^Tis true, but let it not be known. 
My eyes are somewhat dimmish grown ; 
For nature, always in th^ right. 
To your decays adapts my dght; 
And wrinkles undistinguishM pass. 
For Fm asham*d to use a glass i 
And till I see them with these eytg. 
Whoever spys you have them, lyes. 

No length of time can make you qull 
Honour and virtue* seose and wit: 
Thus you may still be young to me. 
While I can better hear than see. 
O, ne'er may Fortune show her spight. 
To make me deaf^ and mend my sight I 



|;PIGRAM ON WQQD'S BRASS MONEX^, 

Cahteret was welcpm'd to the shorq 

First with the brazen cannons roar> 

To meet him next the soldier gomes, 

With brafspn trumps and brazep drums j 

Approaching near the town, he hears 

The brazen bells salute his ears : 

But, when Wood's brass began to sound, 

Gi^ns, trumpets, drums, and bells, were drow;^'<?t 
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A SIMILE, ON OUR WANT OF SILVER, 

AND tHE ONLY WAT TO REMEDY XT. 1726. 

As when of old some sorceress threw 
O'er the moon's face a sable hue» 
To drive ufifeen her inagick chair. 
At midnight through the darkened air ; 
Wise people, who believ*d with re^soa 
That this eclipse was out of season. 
Affirmed the moon was ^ick, and fell 
To cure her by a CQunter spell. 
Tea thousand cymbals now begin 
To rend the skies with brazen din ; 
The cymbals* rattling sounds dispel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to hell. 
The moon, delivered frqm tier pain^ 
Displays her silver face again. 
Note here, that in the chemick style, 
The moon is silver all this while. 
So (if my simile you minded, 
WMch I confess is too Ipngwioded) 
When late a feminine magician % 
Toin'd with a brazen politician^ 
Exposed to blind the nation*s eyes, 
A parchmeiU f of prodigious size'; 
Coi)feard behind that ample screen. 
There was i;io silver to be seen. 
But to this parchment let the Drapier 
Oppose his countercharm of paper, 
And rins; Wood's copper in our ears 
So loud till all the nation hears -, 

* A great lady was said to Have beea bribed by Wood. N. 
f The patent for coining halfpence. N. 
B3 
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That sound will make the parchment shrivels 
And drive the conjurers to the Devil: 
And when the sky is grown serenci 
Our silver will appear a^ain. 



WOOD AN INSECT- 172^. 
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Y long observation I have understood. 
That two little vermin are kin to Will Wood. 
The first is an Insect they call a woqd-louse. 
That folds up itself in itself for a house. 
As round as a ball^ without head, without tai]| 
Jnclos*d caf afU^ in a strong coat of mail. 
And thus William Wood to my fapcy appear^ 
In fillets of brass roird up to his ears : 
And over these fillets he wisely has thrown. 
To keep out of danger, a doublet of stope *. 
The louse of the wood for a medicine is us d. 
Or swallow*d alive, or skilfully bruis'd. 
And, let but our mother Hibernia contfiye , , . 
To swallow Will Wood either bruis*d or alive. 
She need be no more with the jaundice possest,. 
Or sick of obstructions; and pains in her chest. • 

The next is ap insect v^t call a wood-worm. 
That lies in old wood like a h^re in her fonri 5 
With teeth or with claws it will bite or will scratph^ 
And chambermaids christen this worm a deathwatch| 
Because like a watch it always cries click 5 
Then woe be to those in the house who are sick : 
For, as sure as a gun, they will give up the ghost, . 
\i the maggot cries dick when it scratthes ti^e |)qstf 

t He was zo gaol for debt. F^ 



WOOD AS IKSBCT. f 

But a kettle of sc^ldiog hot water injected 

Infallibly cures the timber affected : 

The omen is ))roken, the danger* is over; 

The maggot will die« and the sick will recover. * 

Such a worm ^as Will Woodj when he scrgtch*d at 

the door 
Of a governing statesman or favourite whore: 
The death of our nation he seem*d to foretell. 
And the sound of his brass we took for our knell. 
But now> since t^e Drapier has heartily cnaard him^ 
I think the best thiqg we can do is to scaM him; 
For which operation (here s nothing more propec 
Than the liquor he deals in, his own melt^ copper; 
IJnless, like the Dutch> you rather would boil 
This coiner of raps * ip.a cauldron of oil. 
Then choose which yPU please> ^nd let each bring a 

faggot, 
for our fear s at an ei^d with the dea^b of the maggot 



, PjRQMETHEUS, / 

Oy WOOD t TH? PATBWTEE*S IRISH HALFFBNCH. 
I. 

As when the squire and tinker Wood, 
Gravely consulting Ireland^s good. 
Together mingled in a mads 
Smith*s dust, and copper, lead^ and br^ss ; 
The mixture thus by chymick art 
United close in ^v'ry par^, 

* Counterfeit halfpence. P. 

t 8l^ »a Mcvwt of W99$!*t poject in tiic Prat ier*« U^fK»i' K« 



9 SWIFT^S P0&M9« 

In fillets roll*dj or cut in pieces. 
Appeared like one centinued species | 
And, by the foitniBg engine strnckj 
On all the same impression stuck. 

S0| to confound this hated coin^ 
All parties and religions join 5 
Whigs, tories, trimmers, Hanoverians, 
Quakers, conformists, presbyterians, 
Scotch, Irish, English, French unite^ 
With equal interest, equal spite } 
Ibgether mingled in a lump. 
Do all in one opinion jump 5 
, Apd ev'ry one begins to find 
The same impressi&n on his mind« 

A strange event I whom gold incites 
To blood and quarrels, brass unites : 
So goldsmiths say, the coarsest stuff 
Will serve for solder well enough : 
So by the kettle^s loud'alarm 
The bees are gathered to a swarm : 
- So by the brazen trumpet's bluster 
Troops of all tongues and nations muster : 
And so the harp of Ireland brings 
Whole crowds about its brazen strings. 

II, 

There is a chain let down from Jove, 
But fastened to his throne above, 
So strong that from the lower end. 
They say, all hua»n thiogs depend. 
This chain, as ancient poets bold. 
When Jove w^s young, was made of gold* 
Prometheus once this chain purloin d^ 
Dissolved, and into money coined; 
Then whips me on a chain pf brass : 
(Venus * was bribed to let it pass.) 

* A gmt Uf^mnw Mid^o hure3>efo huM }tf Weed. R 



Now while this brazen chain preyail'd^ 
Jove saw that all devotion fail'd j 
^p temple to his godship raised ; 
'Sio sacrifice at altars blazed ; 
In short, such dire confusjon fojlow'd, 
Earth must 'have beep in phaos swallow*df 
jove stood amazed 3 bqt IppHing rounds 
With much ado the che^t be found ; 
'Twas plain he cotijd no lopgpr hold 
The world in any chain but gpldj 
And to the god of wealthy his biroth^r^ 
Sent Mercury to get another, 

Prometheus 011 a rock is laid. 
Tied with a chain himself had madej^ 
On icy Caucasus to shiver. 
While vultures eat his §row}ng live^r. 

in. 

Ye pow'rs of Grub-street, mal^e ojc abl^ 
Discreetly to ?pply this fable; 
Say, who is to be understoo4 
By that old thief Prometheus ? Wopd^ 
For Jpve, it IS not hard to guess him j 
I mean his majesty, God bless him. ^ 
This thief and blac]ksmith was so bold^ 
He stfove to steal that chain of gold, , 

Which links the subject to the king^ 
And change it for a brazen string. 
But sure, if nothing pise niust pass 
between the king gqd us but brass. 
Although the chaip will npyer prack. 
Yet our devotion mgy grow slack. 

But Jove will soon convert, | hope. 
This brazen chain into a rope;. 
With which Prpmetheus th^U b^ tied4 
And high in air tpr eyer ride 5 
Where, if >ye find h}s liver grows, 
for lyai^t of vultures, we have QXQyr$% 
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ON WOOD THE IRONMONGER. 1725. 

OALMONEus^ as the Grecian tale is. 
Was a mad coppersmith of Elis 5 
Up at his forge by morning peep, 
No creature in the lane could sleep j 
Artiong a crew of roystering fellows 
Would sit whole evenings at the alshouse ; 
His wife and children wanted bread. 
While he went always drunk to bed. 
This vapouring scab must needs devise 
To ape the thunder of the skies : 
With brass two fiery steeds he shod 
To make a clattering as they trod. 
■ Of polish'd brass his flai;ning car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar; 
And up he mounts into the box. 
And he must thunder, with a pox. 
Then furious he begins his march. 
Drives rattling o*er a brazcii arch : 
With squibs and crackers arm*d, to thro^ 
Among the trembling crowd below. 
AH ran to prayers, both priests and laity, 
*i'o pacify this angry deity : 
When Jove, in pity to the town. 
With real thunder knocked him down. 
Then what a huge delight were all in. 
To see the wicked varlet sprawling 5 
They search*d his pockets on the place. 
And found his, copper all was base 5 
They laugh'd at such an Irish blunder. 
To take the noise of brass for thunder. 

The moral of this tale is proper, 
Apply'd to Wood's adulterate copper : 
Which, as he scattered, we like dolta 
Mistook at first for thunderbolts. 



ON WOOD THE IRONMONGER. it 

Before the Drapier shot a letter, 
(Nor Jove himself could do it better) 
Which, lighting on th' iropostor*s crown, 
like real thunder knocked him down. 



WILL WOOD S PETITION 
TO tHE PEOPLE OF IRELAND. 

BEING AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG, SUPPOSED TO BB 
MADE AND SUNG IN THE STREETS OF DUBLIN, 
BY WILLIAM WOOD, IRONMONGER AND HALF- 
FENNYMONGES. 1725. 

My dear Irish folks. 

Come leave off your jokes, 
And buy up my halfpence so line ; 

So fair and so bright. 

They'll give you delight 5 
Observe how they glisten and shine! 

They'll sell to my grief. 

As cheap as neckbeef. 
For counters at cards to your wife: 

And every day 

Your children may play 
Spanfarthing, or toss on the knife« 

Come hither, and try^ 

111 teach you to buy 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : 

Come ; threepence a score, 

I ask yoti no movt, 
And a fig for the Drapier and Harding*. 

When tradesmen have gold. 
The thief will be bold, 
JBf day and by night for to rob him: 

* The Drapier*! priater. F* 
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M7 copper is such. 

No robber will touchy 
And so you raa^ daintily bob hioil^ 

The little blackguard; 

Who gets very hard 
His halfpence for cleaning your sfaoes : 

when his pockets are cramm*d 

With mine and be d — 'd,- 
lie may swear he has nothing to lose. 

Here's halfpence in plenty. 
For one you'll have twenty; 

I'hough thousands are not worth a pudden« 
Your neighbours wUl think. 
When your pocket cHcs chink, 

Vou are grown plaguy rich on a sudden*^ 

You will be my thankers, 

rU make you my bankers, 
As good as Ben Burton or Fade * : 

For nothing shall pass 

But my pretty brass. 
And thcb you'll be all erf a trade, 

I'^ a son of a whofe 

If I have a word more 
To say in this wretched condition. 

If my coin will not pass, 

I must die like an ass ; 
And 80 1 conclude my petition. 



A NEW SONG 
ON wood's halfpbnce. 

Ye people of Ireland, both country and city. 
Come listen with patience, and hear out my ditty: 
At this time I'll choose to be wiser than witty. 

Which nobody can deny. 

* Tw9 famous bankers* F. 
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Tbe halfpence are coming, the nation's undoing. 
There's an end of youf ploughing, and baking, and 

brewing; 
In shorty you must all go to rack and to ruin. 

Which, kt. 

Both high men and low men« dnd thick men and tall 

men. 
And rich men and poor men, and free men and thrall 

men, 
Will su0er j and this man« and that man, and all men. 

Which, &c, 

The soldier is ruin*d, poor man ! by his pay; 
His fivepence will prove but a farthing a day. 
For meat, or for drink -, or he must run away. 

Which, &c. 
When he pulls out hfs twopence, the tapster says not,. 
That ten times as much he must pay for his shot; 
And thus the poor soldier must soon go to pot. 

Which, &c. 
If he goes to the baker, the baker will hufi*. 
And twentjrpence have for a twopenny loaf, 
Then, dog, rogue, and rascal, and so kick and cuC 

Which, &c- 
Again, to the market whenever he goes. 
The butcher and soldier must be mortal foes. 
One cuts off an ear, and the other a nose. 

Which, &c. 

The butcher is stout, and he values no swagger; 
A cleaver's a match any time for a dagger, ^' 
And a blue sleeve may give such a cufi^ as may stagger. 

Which, &c. 

The beggars themselves will be broke in a trice, 
'When thus their poor farthings are sunk in their price; 
When nothing is left, they must live on their lice. 

Which, &c; 

VOL, XU O 
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The «qmrc posscss'd of twelve thousand a year, 
O Lord; What a mountain Ins rents woold appearl 
Should be take them, he would not haye hoiueroom* 
I fear. 

Which, &c 
Though at present he lives in a yery lai^ house. 
There would then not he room in it left & a momc^ 
But the squire's too wise> he wiU not take a aouse. 

Which, &c. 
The farm^, who comes with his rent in tins cash. 
For taking these counters, and being so rash, 
WiU be kick*d out of doors, both himself and his trmku 

Which, &C. 
For, in all the leases that ever we hold. 
We must pay our rent in good silver and gold. 
And not in brass tokens of such a base mould. 

Which, Izc 

The wisest of lawyers all swear, they will warrant 
Ko money but silver and gold can be current ; 
And, since they will swear it, we all may be sure on'*t; 

Which, flrc. 
Atid, I think, after all, it would be very strange,' 
To give current money for base in exchange. 
Like a fine lady swopping her moles for the mange. 

Whigh,te« 
But read the king's patent, and there you will find. 
That no man need take them but who has a mind. 
For which we must say that his Majesty's kind. 

Which, &c; 
Now God bless the Drapier who open'd our eyes! , 
Tta sure, by his book, that the writer is wise: 
He shows us the cheat, from the end to the rise, 
i Which, &c. 

Nay, farther he shows it a very hard case. 
That this fellow Wood, of a very bad race, 
"Should of all the fine gentry of Ireland takeplace. 

Which, &c. 



SONG Oir ^4>0p*S RALFI'ENCB. ' IS 

Tbat be aod bis balfp.eace should come to weigh dowa 
Our subjects so loyal and true to the crown ; 
But I bope» after all, that they will be his own. 

Which, &€• 
This book, I do tell yoa, is writ for your good$» 
.And a very good book/tis agaioat Mr. Wood's ; 
If you Sland true together, he a left in the suds. 

Whkh,&c. 

Te shopmen and tradesmen and farmers, go read it. 

For I think in my soul at this time that yon need itj 

Ok egad> if you doa*t> there's an end of your credit. 

Which nobody can deny» 



A SERIOUS POEM 

wont WItLIAM WOOn^ BRASIER, TINKER^ 
HARfiWAmSIf AKj C01KP|l> FGUNDSH^ 41fl> ESaUIHf* 

W^HBif fdtB are o*ercom^ ve preser? e them from 

slaogbter^ 
To be hewers of Wood, and dinwers of water. 
Now, although to draw water is not very good i 
Tet we all should rejoice to be hewers of Wood. 
I owD> it has oftoB provoked me to matter. 
That a rogue saobscure should make such a dtitter ; 
But andent philosophers wisely remark. 
That old rotten Wood will shrne in the dark. 
The Heatheas, we read, had Gods made of Wood, 
Who could do them no harm, if they did them no 

good: 
But this idol Wood may^ do us great evil : 
Tbeir Gods were of Wood -, but our Wood is the PeviU 
To cut down fine Wood, is a very bad thing ; 
And jet we all k&ow mudb gold it will bring : 
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Then, if catting down Wood brings moQcy good 4br^ 

Oar money to keep, let as cat down one more. 

Now hear an old tale. There andentlj stood 
(I forget in what chnreh) an image of Wood. 
Concerning this imager thoe went a predidiaD, 
It wDold bam a whtAc forest; nor was it a fictifllu 
*Twas cot into faggots and pnt to the flames 
To bom an old £n^, one Forest by name. 
My tde is a wise one, if weO midetstood : 
Find you bat the Friar; and I'll find the Wood. 

I hear, among scholars there is a great doabt. 
From what kind of tree this Wood was hewn oat. 
Teagae made a good pcm by a biogae in his speech^ 
And said, ** By. my shoal, he*s the son of a BsscbJ' 
Some call him a Thorn, the cane of the nation. 
As Thorns were design'd to be from the creation. 
Some think him cut out from the pcnsonous Yew, 
Beneath whose ill shade no plant ever grew. 
Some say he*8 a birch, a tbougbt very oddj 
For none but a dunce would come under his rod. 
But ril tell the secret; and pray do not blab: 
He is an old stump, cut out of a Crab; 
And England has put this Crab to a hard use. 
To cudgel our bones, and for drink give us veijcuce: 
And therefore his witnesses jdstly may boast. 
That none are more properiy knights of the Post 

I ne'er could endure my talent to smother: 
I told you one tale, and 111 tell you another. 
A joiner, to fasten a saint in a nitch, 
Bor*d a large aoger-hole in the image's breech. 
But, finding the statue to make no complaint. 
He would ne'er be convinced it was a true saint. 
When the true Wood arrives, as he soon wi11»nodoiibf, 
(For thaf s but a sham Wood they carry about • ;) 
What stuff he i^ made of you quickly may find, 
|f ^ou make the same trial, and bore hup behind* 

9 Pe ivras Aie^uentl^r burnt In tBfSf, F, 
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m hold 70a a gtoaU wbeo you wimUe bh bam» 
Hell beliow as loud 9s the DevU in a dmm. 
FhvD me, I declam, you shall have no deiual ; 
And there can be 119 harm in making a trial : 
And» when to the joy of yoor hearts he has roar*d, 
Yoa may show him about for a new groaning board* 

Hear one story more, aad then I wtll stop. 
I dreamt Wood was told he should die hy a dfop: 
So methosght he liteiolired no liquor to taste. 
For fear the first drop mtgiht as well be hts last. 
Bat dreams are like oracles; *tis hard to explain 'em; 
For it proved that he died of a drop at Kilmainham *• 
^ I wak'd with deKgbt; and sot without hope« 
Vciy soon to sec Wood drop down from a rope. 
How he» and hew w€» at each other should grin I 
*I^8 Idfidness to hold a friend «p by the chin. 
But soft! says the Herald $ I cannot agree; 
For metal on metal is false heraldry. 
Why, that may be true 1 yet Wood upon Wood, 
rU maintain with my life, is heraldry good. 



TO QIHLCA, 
ik conifrTftT bovsa ot DR.sirEBinAKj 

IK NO Vft&¥ ttOOD aSVAlR. 17^5*. 

Let tne thy properties explain 1 
A rotten cabin dropping rain^ 
Chimnies with scorn rejecting smoke ; 
Stools, tables, chairs^ and be£teads brvkc 
Here elements have lost their uses. 
Air ripens not, nor earth produces | 

• aSieir place efcxccutlpn. F. 
C3 
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In vafn we make poor Sheclah * toll. 
Fire will not roast, nor water boil. 
Through all the valleys, hills, and plains^ 
The goddess Want in triumph reigns: 
And her chief officers of statoi, 
Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around her wait. 

7HB BLBS6IN68 Of A COUMT&T IflFP. 1725, 

Far from our debtors 5 no Dtibltn letters j , 
Nor seen by our betters. 

THE FtAQUES Of A qOUNTRY LIFE, 

A companion with newt; a great want of shoes; 
Eat lean meat, or choose $ a church without pews* 
Our horses astray; no straw, oats, 'Or hay 3 
Pecember in May; our boya xm ^W^yi all ^erroptl 
atj)lay. 



ON STEALING A CROWN 
WHEN THE DEAN WAS ASLEEP^ 

BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

JJeai^ Dean, since you in sleepy wise 
Have op*d your mouth, and clos'd your Cft^i 
Like ghost, I glide along your fioor. 
And softly shut the parlour doofi 
For, should 1 break ^our sweet repose, 
Who knows what money you might losc^ 
Since oftentimes it has been found, 
A dream has given ten thousand pound ? 
Then sleep, my friend ; dear Pean, sleep onj 
And all you get shall be your own ; 
provided yot} to this agree. 
That all you lose belongs to me. 

♦ 
* The name of an Irith senraau N« 
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THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

So, about twelve at night, the punk 

Steals from the cully when be*8 drank ) 

Nor is contented with a treat. 

Without her privilege to cheat. 

Nor can I the least difference find. 

But that jou left no dap behind. 

But, jest apart, restore, you capon ye. 

My twelve thirteens * and sixpence ha'penny^ 

To eat my meat, and drink my medlicot. 

And then to give me such a deadly cut-r- 

But *tis observ'd, that men in gowns 

Are most inclin*d to plunder crowns. 

Could you but change a crown as easy 

As you can steal one, how 'twould please ye I 

I thought the lady f at St. Catharine's 

Knew how to set you better patterns ; 

For this I vnll not dine with Agmondisham %$ 

And for bis victuals let a ragman dish *em. 



* A shining pities for thirteen pence !n Ireland, F« 
t I^ MountcasheU See Vol. XVU. p. 9. N. 
X Agmondisham Vesey, esq., of Lucan, in the county ol* 
PuUin, comptroller and aecomptant general of Ireland, a very 
worthy ^entleman^ iqt sikmok the Pcaa had a greai 4iteea.. P« 



( ao ) 



ObE ON SCIENCE*/ 

O, HBAVBNLT borul in deepest deUs 
If fairest tcience ever dwells 

Beneath the mossy cave ; 
Indulge the verdnre of the wood«» 
With azure beauty gild the fkiods. 

And floweiy carpets lave. 

For, melancholy ever reigns 
DeHghted in the sylvan scenes 

With scientifick light ', 
While Dian, huntress of *the vales. 
Seeks lulling sounds and fanning gales. 

Though wrapt from mortal sight. 

Yet, goddess, yet the way ex|i!oi« 
With magidc rites and heathen kxe 

Obstructed and depressed : 
Till Wisdom give the sacred Nine, 
Unta4igkt> net uniospii^'d, to ahia^ 

By Reason's power redress'd. 

When Solon and Lycurgus taught^ 
To moralize the human thought 

Of mad opinion's maze. 
To erring ^eal they gave new laws, 
Thy charrni*, O Liberty, the cause 

Tbat.blettds congenial rays. 

Bid tnrigkt Mtrma giM the mt^m, ^ 
Or bid ^ hundred suns be bom, 

* This If written in the same style^^and mth the lame ittSgfH^ 
«s his ** LoTe SoDg ia the modem Taste. "^^ H. 
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To becatomb the ycarj 
"Withobt thy aid, in vain the poleSgi 
Ib vain the zodiac system rdls. 

In vain the lunar sphere. 

C<»ne> fairest princess of the throngs 
Bring sweet philosophy along, 

In metapliysick dreams ; 
While raptur'd bards no more behold 
A vernal age of purer gold. 

In Heliconian streams. 

I>rive Thraldom with roeltgnant bandj 
To curse some other destin'd land. 

By Folly led astray : 
lerne bear on azure wing y 
Energick let her soar, and sing 

Thy universal sway. 

So, when Amphiou bade the lyro 
To more majestick sound aspire^ 

Behold the madding throng. 
In wonder and oblivion drown'd. 
To sculpture turn'd by raagick sound. 

And petrifying song. 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 

I(IARCH 13, 1726-7. 

This dsy, whatever the Fates decree. 
Shall still be kept with joy by me : 
This day then let us not be told. 
That vou are sick, and I grown old ; 
fior tnink on our approaching ills,* 
Aod talk of spectacles and pills ; 
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To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear such, mortifying stuff. 
Yet^ since from reason may be brought 
A better apd more pleasing thought. 
Which can, in spite of all decays. 
Support a few remaining days -, 
From not the gravest of divines 
Accept for once some serious lines. 

Although we now can form no more 
Long schemes of life, as heretofore; 
Yet you, while time is running fast. 
Can look with joy on what is past. 

Were future happines and paia 
A'mere contrivance of the brain ; 
As atheists argue, to entice 
And fit their proselytes for vice; 
(The only comfort they propose^ 
To have companions in theif woes) 
Grant this the case; yet sure *tis hard 
That virtue, stylM its own reWard^ 
And by all sages understood 
To be the chief of human good. 
Should acting die ; nor leave behind 
Some lasting pleasure in the mind, 
Which, by remembrance, will asswage 
Grief, sickness, poverty, and age j 
And strcmgly shoot a radiant dart 
To shine through lifers declining part* 

Say, Stella, feel you no content. 
Reflecting on a life well spent } 
Your skilful hand employ'd to save 
Despairing wretches from the grave ; 
And then supporting with your store 
Those whom you dragged from death befim? 
So Providence on mortals waita» 
Preserving wliat it first creates. 
Your generous boldness to defend 
An innocent and absent friend i 
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Tbat coarage vhich can make yon just 
To merU hambled in tbe dott ; 
The detestation you express 
For vice in all its glittering dreaa; 
That patience under torturing pain. 
Where stubborn stoicks would complain: 
Must these like empty shadows pass> 
Or forms reflected from a glass ? 
Or mere chimeras in tlie mind. 
That tty, and leave no marks behind ? 
Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food «f twenty years ago ? 
And» had it not been still supplied^ 
It must a thousand tknes have died. 
Then who with reason can maintain 
That no effects of food remain ? 
And is not virtue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the mind ; 
Upheld by each good action past. 
And still continued by the last ? 
Then, who with reason can pretend 
That aU effects of virtue eud ? 

Believe rae« Stella, when you shovr 
That true contempt for things beloWj» 
Nor priae your life for other ends. 
Than merely to oblige your friends; 
Your former actions claim their part> 
And join to fortify your heart. 
For Virtue, in her daily raoe. 
Like Janus, briars a double face ; 
Looks back with joy where she has gone* 
And therefore goes with courage on : 
She at your sickly coucb will wait^ 
And guide you to a better state* 

O theOy whatever Heaven intends. 
Take pity on your pitying friends I 
Nor let your xlls af^ct your miud» 
TolazK7 they can be unkind. . 
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Me, surely me, you ought to spare. 
Who gladly would your suffering share | 
Or give my scrap of life to you, ^ ^ 
And think it far beneath your due | 
You, to whose care so oft I owe 
That Tm alive to tell you so. 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XIV. 

PARAPHRASED, AND INSCRIBED TO IRELAND. 1^6. 

TH£ INSCRIPTION. 

Poor floating isle, tost on Ill-fortune*s waves^ 
OrdainM hy fate to be the land of slaves 3 
, Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted lUnd s 
Thou, iix*d of old, be now the mdving land i 
Although the metaphor be worii and stale> 
Betwixt a sTate, and vessbl tinder sail ; 
Let me suppose th6e for a ship a while. 
And thus address thee in the sailor's style. 

Unhappy ship, thou art return'd in vain ; 
New waves shall drive thee to the deep again. 
Look to thyself, and be no more the sport 
Of giddy winds, but make some friendly port. 
Lost are thy oars, that us'd thy course to guide, ' 
Like faithful counsellors, on either side. 
Thy masti which like some aged patriot stood 
The single pillar for his country's good, 
To lead thee, as a staff directs the blind, 
Behold it cracks by yon rough eastern wind. 
Your cables burst, and you must quickly feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 
Thus commonwealths receive a foreign yoke. 
When the strong cords of union once are broke. ' 
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"torn by a sudden tempest is thy sail^ 
JSxpanded to invite a milder gale. 

As when some writer in a publlck causi9 
tlis pen^ to save a sinking nation, draws* 
While all is calm, his arguments prevail ; 
The people's voice expands his paper sail j 
Till power, discharging all her stormy bags. 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation scared, the author doom*d to death. 
Who fondly put his trust in popular breath> 

A larger sacri6ce in vain you vow; 
There's not a powel* above will help you now: 
A nation thus, who oft Heaven's call neglects. 
In vain from injur'd Heavien relief expects. 

'Twill not avail, when thy strong sides are broken 
That thy descent is from the British oak ; 
Or, when your name and family ybu boast. 
From fleets triumphant o'er the Gallick coast. 
Such was lerne's claim, as jUst as thinie. 
Her sons descended from the Biitisli line; 
Her matchless sons, whose valour still remains 
On French records for twehty long campaigns ; 
Yet, from an empress now a captive grown. 
She sav d Britannia's rights, and lost her own. 

In ships decay 'd no mariner confides, 
Lur'd by tbb gilded stern and painted sides: 
Yet at a ball uhthinklng fools delight 
In the gay trappings of a birthday iiight : 
They on the gold brocades and satins rav'd. 
And quite forgot their country was enslav'd* 
t)ear vessel, still be to thy steerage just. 
Nor change thy course with every sudden gust | 
Like supple patriots of the modern sort, 
"Who turn with every gale that blows from court* 

Weary and seasick when in thee confin'd. 
Now for thy safety cares distract my mind ; 
As those who long have stood the storm» of state« 
Bcth-e, yet still bemoan their country's fate. 

VOL. XI. D 
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Beware, and when you hear the surges roar» 
Avoid the rocks on firitain*s angry shore. 
They lie, alasl too easy to be found 5 
Fur thee alone they lie the island round. 



VERSES OS THE SUDDEK DBYINQ UP OF 

ST. PATRICK'S WELL, 

NEAR TRINITY COLLEGE, HUflLIN, 1726. 

J3Y holy seal inspif d, and led by fame. 

To thee, once favourite isle, with joy I came ; 

What time the Goth, the Vandal, and the Huo» 

Had mjr own native Italy * o'errun, 

leme, to the world's remotest parts, 

Benown d for valour, policy, and arts. 

Hither from Colchos f, with the fleecy ore, 
Jason' arriv'd two thousand years before. * 

Thee, happy island, Pallas call'd her own. 
When haughty Britain was a land unknown X a 
From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
The glorious founder of their kingly race : 
Thy martial sons, whom now they dare despise, 
Dia once their land subdue and civilize: 

* Italy was not properly the native place of St Patrick, bof 
the place of his education, and where he received his mission ) 
and bct^ose he had his new birth there, hence by poetical li- 
cence, and by scripture figure, our author calls that country hi$ 
native Italy. H« 

*)*' Orpheus, or the ancient author of the Greek poem on the 
Argonautick expedition, whoever he be, says, that Jason, who 
manned the ship Argos at Thessaly, sailed to Ireland. H« 

t, Tacitus, in the life of Julius Agricola, says, that the har« 
hours of Ireland, on account of their commerce^ n^e jaettyr 
kaowa to the wosld' than those of BrUahu H. ^ 
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Tbdr dress, their language^ and the Sobttish name. 
Confess the soil from whence the victors tame. 
Well may they boast that ancient blood, which runs 
Within their veins, who are thy yonnger sons. 
A conquest and a colony from thee, 
I'he mother-kingdom left her children firee ; 
From thee no mark of slavery they felt: 
Not SQ with thee thy base invaders dealt ; 
Invited here to vengeful Morroagh*s aid *, 
Those whom they oould not conqoer, they betniy'd< 
Britain, by thee we fell, ungrateful isle I 
Not by thy valour, but superiour guile: 
Britain, with shame, confess this land of mine 
First taught thee human knowledge and divine f) ' 
My prelates and my students, aent from hence. 
Made your sons converts both to God and sense : 
Not like the pastors of thy ravenous breed. 
Who come to fleece the flocks, and not to feed. 

Wretched leme! with What grief I see 
The fatal changes Tihie has made in thee ! 
^e Christian rites I1ntroduc*d in vain: 
Lot infidelity retum'd again ! 
Freedom and virtue in thy sons I found/ 
Who now in vice and slavery are drown*d. 

By faith and prayer, this crosier in my hand^ 
I dfove the venom*d serpent from thy lana : 

• In the reign of Henry II, Dermot M<Morro«gh, kmg •f 
Leinster, being deprived of his kingdom by Roderick OXonnor* 
king of Connaught, he invited the English over as auxiliaries, 
and promised Ricnard Strongbow earl of Pembroke, bis daughter 
' and all his dominions as a pwtion* By this assts&ance, M'Mor** 
rough recovered his crowii| and Strongbow became possess^- of aU 
Leinster* H. 

f St. Patrick arrived in Ireland in the year 431, and completed 
the conversion of the natives, which had been begun by Palladius 
and others. And, as bishop Nicholson observes* Ireland soon be» 
came the fountam of learning, to which all the Western Christians, 
as well as the English, had recourse, not only for instructions in 
the principles of religion, but in all sorts of literature, vix, legendi 
ft uheiastiae aruditlonU gratid* H. 
I>2 
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The shepherd in his bower might sleep or siDg\ 
Nor dread the add^fs tooth, nor scorpion & sting. 

With omens oft I strove to warn thy swaiw,. , 
Omens, the types of thy impending chains^ 
I sent the magpie from the British soil. 
With restless beak thy blooming fruit to spoilf 
To din thine ears with unharmonious clack. 
And haunt thy holy walls in white and black. 
What else are those thou seest in bishop's geer» 
Who crop the nurseries of learning here j 
Aspiring, greedy, full of senseless prate, 
Devour the church,, and chatter to the state ? 

As you grew more degenerate and base, 
I sent you millions of the croaking race j 
Emblems of insects vile, who spread their spawn 
Through all thy land, in armour, fur, and lawn | 
A nauseous brood, that fills your senate walls. 
And in the chambers of your viceroy crawls I 

See, where that new devouring vermin runs. 
Sent in my anger from the land of Huns! 
With harpytdaws it undermines the ground. 
And sudden spreads a numerous ofispring round, 
Th* amphibious tyrant, with his ravenous band. 
Drains all thy lakes of fish, of fruits thy land. 

Where is the holy well that bore my name? 
Fled to the fountain, back, from whence it came! 
Fair Freedom's emblem once, which smoothly flowS| 
And blessings equally on all bestows. 
Here, from the neighbouring nursery of arts f. 
The studentS4 drinking, rais'd their wit and parts; 
Here, for an age and more, improved their vein. 
Their Phcebus I, my spring their Hippocrenew 

* There are no snakes, vipers, or toads, in Ireland; and even 
frogs were not known hero till about the year 1700. The m^gm, 
pies came a short time before j^ and the Norway rats since. H. 

f The university of Dublin, called Trinity College, w^s foui\4* 
ed by queea Elizabeth ia 1591* H, 



l>i9Ct>urag*d youths! now all their hopes must fail^ 

CondemnM to country Cottages and ale j 

To foreign prelates make a slavish court. 

And by their sweat procure a mean support; 

Or, for the classkks, read *• Th* Attorneys Guide j" 

Collect excise^ or wait upon the tide. 

O! had I been apostle to the Swiss^ 
Or hardy Scot, or any land but this $ 
Combin'd in arms, they bad their foes defied^ 
And kept their liberty, or bravely died. 
Thou still with tyrants in succession curst. 
The last invaders trampling on the first : 
Nor fondly hope for some reverse of fate. 
Virtue hervelf would now return too kUe. 
Not half thy course of misery is run. 
Thy greatest evils yet are scarce begun. 
Soon shall thy sons (the time is just at hand) 
Be ali made captives in their native land ', 
Wheni for the use of no Hihemian bom. 
Shall rise one blade of grass, one ear of oom i 
When shells and leather shall for money pass. 
Nor thy oppressing lords afibrd thee brass *• 
But all turn leasers to that mongrel breed f. 
Who, from thee sprung, yet on thy vitals feedi 
Who to yon ravenous isle thy treasures bear. 
And waste in luxury thy harvest there j 
For pride and ignorance a proverb grown. 
The jest of wits, and to the court unknown. 

I scorn thy spurious and degenerate line. 
And from this hour my patronage ics^n. 

• Wood's pf6]6ct in 1784. H. 

f f he absentees, who spent the income of their Irish «stltei« 
places, and pensions, in fiagMnd. H« 
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ON READING DR. YOUNG'S SATIRES^ 

CALLED THB UNIYEBSAL FASSIOK* IT^CL 

If there be truth in what you sing^ 
Such godlike virtues in the king ; 
A minister * so fill'd with zeal 
And wisdom for the commonweal j 
If he t who in the chair presides 
So steadily the senate guides : 
If others^ whom you make your theme* 
Are seconds in the glorious scheme : 
If every peer, whom you commend^ 
To worth and learning be a friend : 
If this be truth, as you attest, 
What land was ever half so blest! 
No falsehood now among the great. 
And tradesmen now no longer cheat ; 
Now on the bench fair Justice shines | 
Her scale to neither side inclines : 
Now Pride and Cruelty are flown. 
And Mercy here exalts her throne: 
For such is good example*s power, 
It does its office every hour. 
Where govcmours are good and wisej 
Or else thp truest maxim lyes : 
For so we find all ancient sages 
Decree, that, ad exemplum regis. 
Through all the realm his virtues run. 
Ripening and kindling like the sun. 
If this be true, thea bo^r much more 
When you have nam*d at least a score 

• Sir Robert Walpole, ifterward earl of Orford. H. 
f Sir Spencer CompcoPi chtA spedur^ af (crwafd tad of Wil« 
nun^toa, H. 



OK READING DBwTOUVO's 8ATIEB8. 81 

Of courtiers, each in their degree^ 
If possible, as good as he ! 

Or take it in a different view* 
I ask (if what vou say be true) 
If you affirm the present age 
Deserves your satire's keenest rage : 
If that same universal passion 
With every vice has fill'd the nation ; 
If virtue dares not venture down 
A single step beneath the crown : 
If clergymen, to show their wit, 
Praise clasgicks more than holy writ : 
If bankrupts, when they are undone. 
Into the senate house can run^ 
And sell their votes at such a rate. 
As will retrieve a lost estate : 
If law be such a partial whore, 
To spare the rich, and plague the poor ; 
If these be of all crimes the worst. 
What Uad was ever half 90 curst ? 



THE DOG AND THIEF, 1726. 

QcjOTH the thief to the dog, let me into your door, 

And 1*11 give you these delicate bits. 
Quoth the dog, I shall then be more villain than you're. 

And be^des must be out of my wits. 

Your delicate bits will not serve me a meal. 
But niy master each day gives me bread} 

Youll fly, when you ^et what you came her« to $t^ 
▲ad I must be hang'd in your stead* 



8S swift's poems. 

The stockjobber thus from ^Change alley goes doWn^ 

And tips you the freehian a wiuk -, 
Let rae have but your vote to serre for the town. 

And here is a guinea to drink. 
» 
Says the freemaD>your guinea to night would be spent t 

Your offers of bribery cease : 
I'll vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent, 

Pr else I noay forfeit my lease. 

From London they come» silly people to chouse* 
Their lands and their faces unknown : 

Who'd vote a rogue into the parliament house. 
That would turn a man out of his own ? 



ADVICE 

TO THE GBUB-STRBET VBRSB-W BITERS. IJ26. 

X B poets ragged'and forlorn, 

Down from your garrets haste; 
Ye rhymers dead as soon as born^ 

Not yet consigned to past^. 

. I know a trick to make you thrivcj 

O, 'tis a quaint device : 
Your stillborn poems shall revive. 

And scorn to wrap up spice. 

Get all your verses printed fair, 

Thefn let them well be dried -, 
And Curll must have a special care 

To leave the margin wide. • 



ADVICE TO G^UB-STREBT VBESE-WEITEBS. 33 

l^end these to paper-sparing * Pope; 

Apd when he sits to write. 
No letter with s^n envelope 

Could givp liim more delight. 

When Pope has filfd the n^argins roun4/ 

Why then recall your loan ; 
Sell them to Curll for fifty pqund. 

And swear they are your own. 



TO A LADY, 

WHO DESIRED THE AUTHOR T0 WRITE SOMS 
VERSES UPON HER IN THE HBRQICK. SXTl'E* 

After venting all my spite. 
Tell me, what have I to write } 
Every errour I could find » 
Through the mazes of your mind, 
Have my busy Muse employed. 
Till the company was cloy*d. 
Are you positive and fretful. 
Heedless, ignorant, forgetful ? 
Those, and twenty follies more, ' ' 
I have often told befgre. 

Hearken what my lady says : 
,Have I nothing then tq praise ? 
Ill it fits you to be witty. 
Where a fault should move your pit/t 
If you think me too conceited. 
Or to passion quickly heated ; 

• The original copy of Pope*8 celebrated translation of Homer 
(preserved in the British Museum) is almost entirely written oa 
the covers of letters, and sometimes between the iine$ of the let- 
ter} themselves* N*. 



d4 swift's fOEMS, 

If my wandering head be less 
Set on reading than on dress ; 
If I always seem too dull t'-ye ; 
I can solve the dilfi— <niUy. 

Yon would teach me to be wise; 
Truth' and Iionour how to prizes 
How to shine in conversation. 
And with credit fill my station ; 
How to relish notions high ; 
How fo live, and how to die. 

But jt was decreed by Fate- 
Mr. Dean, you come too late. 
Well I know, you can discern, 
I am now too old to learn : 
Follies, from my youth instill'd. 
Have my soul entirely filfd j 
In my head and heart they centre. 
Nor will let your lessons enter. 

Bred a fondling and an heiress | 
Drest like any lady mayoress ; 
Cocker'd by the servants round. 
Was too good to touch the ground | 
Thought the life of every lady 
Should be one continued playday--* 
Balls, and masquerades, and shows. 
Visits, plays, and powdered beaux. 

Thus you have my case at large. 
And may now perform your charge. 
Those materials I have furnished, 
. When by you refin'd and burnish'd. 
Must, that all the world may know 'cttf^ 
Be reduc*d jnto a poem. 

But, I beg, suspend a while 

. That same paltry, burlesque style ; 

Drop for once your constant rule. 

Turning all to ridicule ; 

Teaching others how to ape you ; 

' Court nor parliament can scape youi 



TO k LAOY. 9^ 

Treat the pablick and joar friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Sing my praise in strain sublioae : 
Treat roe not with doggrel rhyme. 
'Tis but just, you should produce. 
With each fault, each fault s excuse $ 
Not to publish every trifle. 
And my few perfections sti£e. 
With some gifts at least endow me^ 
Which my very foes allow noe. 
Am I spiteful, proud, ^njust ? 
Did 1 ever break taj trust ? 
Which of all our modern dames 
Censures less, or less defames ? 
In good manner^ am I faulty? 
Can you call me rude or haughty } 
Did I e*er my xnite withhold 
From the impotent and old ? 
When did ever 1 omit 1. 

Due regard for men of wit ? 
When have I esteem express'd 
For a coxcomb gaily dressed ? 
Do I^ like the female tribe. 
Think it wit to fleer and gjibe ? 
Who with less designing ends 
Kit)d]ier entertains her friends ; 
With gpod words and countenanc^e sprightl/f 
Strives to treat them more politely *? 

Think not cards my chief diversipa : 
Tis a wrong, unjust ^spersioa : 
Never knew 1 an^' good in 'em« 
But to dose my head like laudanoip. 
We, by play, as men, by drinking. 
Pass our nights, to drive Qi^t thinking. 
From my ailments give me leisure, 
I shall read and think with pleasure i 

* Ia some editions) this cpapleili wanUiig. ^ 



3d swift's pobMs. 

* Conversation learn to relish, 
And with books my mind'etabelltsh* 

iNow, methinks, I hear you cry, 
HIt. Dean, you must reply. 

Madam, 1 allow 'tis true : 
y^ll these praises are your due, 
Ifou, like some acute philosopher, 
Every .fault have drawn a gloss over j 
Placing in the strongest light 
All yoxur virtue to my sight. 

Though you lead a blameless life, 
Are an humble prudent wife^ 
Answer all domestick ends : 
What is this to us your friends ? 
^ough your children by a nod 
Stand in awe without a rod ; 
Though, by your obliging sway, 
Servatits love you, and obe^ j 
Though you treat us with a smile j 
Clear your looks, and smooth your style; 
Load our plates fVom every dish j 
This is not the thiAg we wish. 
Colonel ***** may be your debtor j 
We expect empldyraent better. 
You must learn, if you would gain us. 
With good sense to entertain us. 

Scholars, when good sense describing* 
Ca^l it tasting and imbibing : 
Metaphorick meat and drink 
Is to understand and think : 
We may carve for others thus^ 
And let others carve for us 5 
To discourse, and to attend, 
Is, to help^fyourself and friend. 
Conversiktion is but carving ; 
Carve for all, yourself is starving 1 
Give no more to every guest. 
Than he s able to digest > 



TO A hKDT, S7 

Give him always of the pricne^ 

And but little at a time. 

Carve to all but just euough : 

Let them neither starve nor stuff : 

And, that you may have your due» 

Let your neighbours carve for you. 

[This comparison will hold>. 

Could it well in rhyme be told, 

How conversing, li&tening, thinkingj . 

Justly may resemble drinking ^ 

For a friend a^las&yon fill. 

What is this but to instil * ?] 

To conclude this long essay > 
Pardon, if I disobey ', 
Nor against my natural vein. 
Treat you in heroick strain. 
7, as all the parish knows. 
Hardly can be grave in prose ; 
Still to lash, and lashiog smile^ 
111 befits a lofty style. 
From the planet of my birth 
I cncoufiter vice->vith mirth. . 
Wicked ministers of state 
I can easier scorn than hate ; 
And I find it answers right : 
Scorn torments thera more than spile.* 
All the vices of a. court 
Do but serve to make me sport. 
[Were I in some foreign realm, 
Which all vices ov^whelm 5 
Should a monkey wear a crown. 
Must I tremble at his frown ? 
Could I not, through, all his ermine, 
'Spy the strutting/chatteriog vermin? 
Safely write a smart lampoon. 
To expose the brisk baboon f ?] 

* These six Hoes are nvantmg In some editions. N. 
•J* The»e cigftc lines ariSlw warning m some eiJltiooii N. 
VOL. XI. £ 
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When my Muse officious ventures ^ 
Qn the nation's representers : 
Teaching by what golden rules 
Into knaves they turn their fools: 
ilow the helm is ruPd by Walpole, 
At whose oars^ like slaves* they all pull | 
Let the vessel split on shelves -, 
With the freight enrich themselves : 
Safe within my little wherry,' 
All their madness makes me merry; 
Like the watermen of Thames, 
I row by> and call them names i 
Like the ever laughing sage, 
In a jest I spend my rage : 
(Though it must be understood, 
I would hang them, if I could) 
If I can but fill my niche, 
I attempt no higher pitch 5 
Leave to d'Anvers and his mate 
Maxims wise to rule the state. 
Pulteney deep, accomplish'd St Johns, 
Scourge the villains with a vengeance : 
Let me, though the smell be noisome. 
Strip their bumsj let Caleb* hoise 'em; 
Then apply Alecto's whip. 
Till they wriggle, howl^ and skip. 

Deuce is in you, Mr. Dean : 
What can all this passion mean ? 
Mention courts I you'll ne'er be quiet 
' On corruptions running riot. 
End as it befits your station ', 
Come to use and application : 
Nor with senates keep a fuss. 
I submit 5 and answer thus : 

If the naadiinations brewing, . 
To complete ^he publick ruin> 

• Caleb d' Anvcr?, the wrkcr of the Craftsman. H, 



to A LADY. 39 

Never once could have the power • 

To affect me half an hour; 

Sooner would I write in buskins. 

Mournful elegies on Blueskins *. 

If I laugh at whig and tory ; 

I conclude a fortiori^ 

All your eloquence will scarce 

Drive me from my favourite farca. 

This I must insist on : for, as ^ 

It i3 well observed by Horace f. 

Ridicule has greater power 

To reform the world, than sour. 

Horses thus, let jockies judge else, 

Switches better guide than cudgels. 

Bastings heavy, dry, obtuse. 

Only dulness can produce $ 

While a little gentle jerking 

Sets the spirits all aworking 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 
Scolding moves you less than merriment, 
I may storm and rage in vain j 
It but stupifies your brain* 
But with raillery to nettle. 
Sets your thoughts upon their mettle; 
Gives imagination scope ; 
Never lets your mind elope ; 
Drives out brangling and contention,^ 
Brings in reason and invention. 
For your sake, as well as mine; 
I the lofty style decline. 
I should make a figure scurvy. 
And your head turn topsyturvy %. 

ly who love to have a fling 
Both at senatehouse and king j 

* The famous thief, who, while on hit trial At the Old Bjulev^ 
tubbed Jonathan Wild. M. 
f ** Ridiculum acri, &c." H» 
X This couplet it wanting in tome edidont. K* - 
k2 



40 , SWIPT*S TOEMS. 

That they might some better way tfcad. 
To avoid the jAiblick hatred 5 
Thought no method more commodious. 
Than to show their vice? odious j 
Which r chose to make appear, 
Kot by anger, but by sneer. 
As my method of reforming, 
Is by laughing, not by storming^ 
(For my friends ha\'e always thbnght 
Tenderness my greatest fault) 
Would you have me dhange my style ? 
On your faults no longer smile 5 
But, to patch up all our quarrels. 
Quote you texls from Plutarch's Morals : 
Or from Solomon produce " 

Maxims teaching Wisdom's use? 

If I treat you like a crown'd bead. 
You have cheap enough compounded; 
Can you put in higher claims, 
Than the owners of St. James ? 
You are pot so great a grievance. 
As the hirelings of St. Stephen's. 
You are of a lower class 
Than my iViend sir Robert Brass. 
None of these have mercy found : 
I have laugh'd, and lash'd them round. 

Have you seen a rocket fly ? 
You would swear it pierc'd the sky : 
It but reach'd the middle air. 
Bursting, into pieces there; 
Thousand sparkles falling down 
Light on many a coxcombs crown : 
See what mirth the sport creates; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pat.es. 
Thus, should I attempt to climb. 
Treat you in a style sublime, 
Sudh a rocket is my Muse : 
Should liofiy BDSibers ctu)QM» . 



. to A LADY. 4l 

£re I reach*d Parhassus* top» 
I should bursty and bursting drop^ 
All my fire ^ould fall in scraps; 
Give your head some gentle rapsj 
Only make it smart a while : 
Then could I forbear to smile. 
When 1 found the tingling pain 
Entering warm your frigid brain } 
Make you able upon sight 
To decide of wrong and right 5 
Talk with sense whate'er you please on; 
Learn to relish truth and reason ? 

Thus we both shall gain our prize : 
I to laugh^ and you grow wise. 



A YOUNG LADY'S COMPLAINT, 

FOR THB STAT OF THE DEAK IS ENGLAND. 

Blow, yie zephyrs, gentle gales j 
Gently till the swelling sails. 
Neptune, with thy trident long. 
Trident three fork'd, trident strong : 
And ye Nereids fair and gay. 
Fairer- than the rose in May, 
Nereids living in deep caves. 
Gently wash'd with gentle waves } 
Nereids, Neptune, lull asleep 
Ruffling storms, and ruffled deep 5 
All around, in pompous state. 
On this richier Argo wait : 
Argo, bring my Golden fleece, 
Argo, bring him to his Greece^ 
E 3 



42 svift's I'chkiis. 

Will Cadenus loager bUj ? 
Come, Cadeous, come away } 
Come with all tfae h^ste of ipve^ 
Come unto thy turtle dove. 
The ripened cherry on the tree 
Hangs, and only hangs fot thtc. 
Luscious peaches, oaeilow pcari, 
Ceres with bcr yellow ears. 
And the grape> both rei and white> 
' Grape inspiring just delight; 
All are ripe and oourting sue. 
To be plucked and press'd by you, 
Pin}u bare lost their blooming red. 
Mourning bang tbdr drooping bead. 
Every flower languid seems. 
Wants the colour of thy beams, 
Beams of wond'rous force and power. 
Beams reviving every flower. 
Come, Cadenus, ble^ once more. 
Bless again thy native shore. 
Bless again this drooping isle, 
Make its weeping beauties smile. 
Beauties that thine absence mouro^ . 
Beauties wishing thy return : 
Come, Cadenus, come with haste> 
Come before the winter's blast | 
Swifter than the lightning fly, 
, Or I, like Vanessa, die. 
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PALINODIA. 

HORACE, BOOK I* ODEXri. 

t 

Great sir, than PlioEbus more divine. 
Whose Verses far his rays outshine, 

Look down upon your quondam foc; 
O ! let me never write again. 
If e*er I (psoblige you. Dean, 

Should you compassion show* 

Take those iambicks which I wrote, 
Wiien anger made me piping hot. 

And give them to your cook, 
To singe your fowl, or save your pgstc. 
The next ^ime when you have a feast ; 

They'll save you many a book. 

To burn them, you are not content ; 
1 give you then my free consent. 

To sink them in the harbour : 
If not, they'll serve to set off blocks. 
To roll on pipes, and twist in locks; 

So give them to your barber. 

Or, when you next your physick take, 
I must entreat you then to make 

, A proper application 5 
'Tis what I've done myself before. 
With Dan's fine thoughts, and many isor^ 
Who gave me provocation. 

What cannot mighty anger do ? 
It makes the weak the strong pursue, 
A goose attacJ^ a swap) . 



44 SWIPT*S P0BM8. 

It makes a woman, tooth and nail^ 
Her husband's hands and face assail. 
While he's no longer man. 

Though s(Jme, we find, are more discreet. 
Before thcworld are wondrous sweet, 

A.nd let their hdsbands hector : 
But, when the world's asleep, they wake, 
That is the time they choose to speak; 

Witness the curtain lecture. 

Such was the csise with you, I find : 
All day you could conceal your mind j 

But when St. Patrick's chimes 
Awak'd your Muse (my midnight curse. 
When 1 engag'd for better for worse) 

Yoii scolded with your rhynaes. 

Have done ! have done ! I quit the field, 
To you, as to my wife, I yield : 

As she must wear the breeches ; 
So shall you wear the laurel crown. 
Win it, and wear it, 'tis your own j 

The poet's only riches. 



BEC'S* BIRTHDAY. Nov. 8, 1726, 

Tms.day, dear Bee, is thy nativity j 
Had Fate a luckier one, she'd give it ye : 
She chose a thread of greatest length. 
And doubly twisted it for strength; 

•Mr^Di^gley. N, 



»£C'8 S1&T0DAY. 4j^. 

Nor will be able wkh lier shears 
To cut it off these forty years. 
Then who stys ctre will kill a ctt ? 
Hebecca shows they re outt ia ihat« 
For she, though overrun with care»*> 
Continues healthy, fait, and fair. 

As, if the gout fibould seize the head, 
Doctocs proQOttflce the patsent dead^ 
But, if they can, by tU their arts. 
Eject it to th* extremest parts. 
They give the sick naan joy, and praise 
The gout that will prolong his days. 
Bebecca thus I gladly greet, 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet : 
For, though philosophers maintain 
The limbs ere guided by the brain. 
Quite contrary Rebeccas led. 
Her hands and feet conduct her head. 
By arbitrary power convey her. 
She oe*^: considers why, or where t « 

Her hands may meddle, feet may wander, .- 
Her head is but a mere bystander; 
And all her bustling but supplies - 
The part of wholesonve exercise. 
Thus nature has resolved to pay her 
The cat's nine lives, and eke the care. 

Long may she live, and help her friends 
Whene'er k suits her private ends } 
Domestick business never mind 
Till 00^^ has her stomach lia'd; 
But, when her breakfast gives her courafOt 
Then think on Stella's chicken -porridge 3 
I mean when Tiger • has been serv'd, 
Or else poor Stella may be starv'd. 

May Bee have many an evening nap. 
With Tiger slabbering in her lap 5 

^ Mrs. Dinglcy's favourite lap dog. N» 
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Bat always take a special care 
Sbe does not overset the chair ! 
Still be she carious, oever hearken 
To any speech but Tiger s barking ! 

And when she's in another scene, 
Stella long dead, but first the Dean, 
May fortune and her coffee get her - 
Companions that will please her better I 
Whole afternoons will sit beside her. 
Nor for neglects or blunders chide her 3 
A goodly set as can be found 
Of hearty gossips prating round ; 
Fresh from a wedding or a christening. 
To teach her ears the art of listening. 
And please her more to hear them tattle^ 
Than the Dean storm, or Stella rattle. 

Late be her death, one gentle nod. 
When Hermes, waiting with his rod. 
Shall to £lysian fields invite her, 
«• Where there will be no cares to fright her ! 



ON THE COLLAR OF TIGER, 

MK8. DINOLEY*S LAPD06« 

Jtray steal me not; I'm Mrs. Dtngley's, 
Whose heart in this fourfooted thing lies. 
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EPIGRAMS ON WINDOWS. 

MOST OF THEM WHITTEN IN lji6, 
I. ON A WINDOW AT AN INN. 

iVe fly from luxury and wealth,. 
To hardships in pursuit of health ; 
From generous win^s and costly fare» 
And dozing in an easy chair \ 
'Pursue the goddess Health in vain. 
To find hei; in a country scene. 
And every where her footsteps trac^ 
And see her marks in every iace j 
And still her favourites we meet, 
Crowding the roads with naked feet. 
But, oh! so faintly we pursue. 
We ne'er can have her full in view. 



II. AT AN INN IN ENGLAND. 

1 HE glass, by lovers' nonsense blurr'd. 
Dims and obscures our sight : 

So when our passions Love has stirr*d. 
It darkens Reason's light; 



III. ANOTHER, AT CHESTER. 

Xhe church and clergy here, no doubt^ 

Are very near akin j 
Both weatherbeaten are without ; 

And empty both within. 

7 
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IT. AVOTfiEB, AT CHBSTBft* 

My fetidlord k civil, 
But dear as the d — ^1 : 
Your pockets grew enap^> . 
With nothing to tempt ye : 
The wioe ts so 8our> 
'Twill give you » scour r 
The beer and the ale 
Are mingted with stale. 
The veal is such carrion, 
A dog would be weary on. 
All this I have felt, 
For i Hve on a smelt. ' 



V. ANOTHBKy AT CHESTER. 

The walls of this town 

Are full of renown. 
And strangers d«ligiht to walk round em : 

fiut as for the dwellers. 

Both buyers and sellers, 
For me^ you may hang *en^ or drown 'era. 
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rr. AjstoTJum, at nQVtBxkX> *: 

O Nbptuwe ! Neptune ? most I still 

Be here detain'd against nay will > 

Is this jour justice^ whea I m come 

Above two hundred miles from home t 

0*er mountains steep, o'er dusty plains. 

Half chok*d with dust> half drown*d with raixsj^ 

Only your Godship to implore. 

To let rxifi kiss your other shoie? 

A boon so smalU but I may weep» 

'While youre, like Badl> &st asleep* 



TII. ANOTHER, WRTTTEN VTOIS A WlWI>OW WHSRK 
THERE WAS NO WRITING BEFORE. 

1 BANKS to my stars^ I enc^ can see 
A window here from scribbling free I 
Here no conceited coxcombs pass. 
To scratch their paltry di^bs on glass ^ 
Nor party-fool is calling names. 
Of dialing crowns- to George and James. 



ViXI. ON SEEING VERSES WRITTEN UPON WINDOWS 
AT INNS. 

1 HE sage, who said he ^ould be proud 

Of windows in his breast. 
Because he ne'er a thought allew'd 

That might not be confej>tj 

♦ These verses are signed J — K— j but witttCD, as it is pie- 
turned, in J)r. Swift's hand. D. :>• 

YO).. XI* }? 
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His window scrawl'd by evciy rake. 
His breast again would cover; 

And fairly bid the Devil take 
The diamond and the lover. 



IX. ANOTHBB. 

By Satan taught, all conjurers know 
Your mistrbss in a glass to show^ 

And yon. can do as much : * 
In this the Devil and you agree: 
None e*er made verses worse than he. 

And thine I swear are such. 



X. ANOTHER. 

That love is the Devil, 1*11 prove when required; 

Those rhymers abundantly show it : 
They swear that they all by love are inspired, 

Aiid the Devil*s a damnable poet. 
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TO JANUS, ON NEW-YBAR'S DAY. 17^6. 

Two-fac*cl Janas> god of Time t 
fie my Phoebus while I rhime; 
To oblige your crony Swift, 
Bring oar dame a new year s gift $ 
She has got but half a face; 
Janus> since thou hast a brace. 
To my lady once be kind; 
Give her half thy face behind. 

God of Time, if you be wise, 
Jjook not with your future eyes ; 
What imports thy forward sight ? 
Well, if you could lose it quite. 
Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor Isle's * approaching riiin. 
When thy retrospection vast 
Sees the glorious ages past ^ 
Happy nation, were we blind. 
Or had only eyes behind ! 

Drown your morals, madam cries, 
ril have none but forward eyesj 
. Prudes decay*d about may tack, 
{Strain their necks with looking back* 
Give me Time when coming on : 
Who regards him when he*s gohe? 
By the Dean though gravely told. 
New years help to m^e me oU^ 
Yet I find a^ new year's lace 
Burnishes an old year*s face : 
Give me velvet and quadrille, 
1*11 have youth and beauty still. 

• Xitland* H« 
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A PASrrOKAL DIALOGUE, . 

WajTTlN AFTIR TH« NEWS OF THI KIKG*S 9SATH *« 

Richmond Loir«E is ^houseMnth a small park belong;tJ^;to'die 
Cro^vn. It was usually granted by the Crgiwn for a tease oF 
years. The duke of Onaond w«s «he iMt ^isfio 1mi4 (t. After 
his exile, it was givea «d «he Prince ti Wafes by tlie King. 
The Prince and PrlnccM «s«aUy fassed .chcir suauncr theic 
It is within a mile of BJchmond* 

Maksii Hiz.l ic ahonseMlc1)7Mrs.Howtfi,tlieB«ftiiebed« 
chamber, afterward counftcss of S«ffo1k, and yioom of Xhe stole 
to the Qiieen. It is on the Middkse;^ sid^ aear Twickeaham^ 
where Mr. Pope lived, and about two miles from' Richmond 
Lodge. -Mr. Pop^ was the Tonttivei- of the gardrms, lord Her« 
hert the architect, tlit DeM of St.PaOlclK*t chief butter and 
keeper of the Ice«>hoine. Upon Ksaf Qtm^C^ dfaCh, these 
.two honses me^ and had the fottowuf di«dof ue. 

In spite of l^«p^ in spite of Gzj, 
And all that he <Qr tbey caa S9f% 
Sing on I rnost^ and sUig I will 
Of Richmond Lodge aad Marble BIQ* 

Last Friday night, a« neighbours auq^ 
This couple met to talk of news : 
For, by old proTerbs it fSppears, 
That walb have tongues^ iu%d bet^es eank 

duoth Marble Hill, right well I weec^ 
Your mistress now Is grown a queen ; 
You'll find it soon by woeful proof i 
She*ll come no xxK>re beneath your f oof. 

* George I, who died after a short sickness by ea^ng a mdoQ^ 
at Osoabrug, in his Way to Hanover, Tune st>i7«7.-'^^e{K)em 
was carried to court, and read to king George JJ. and ^uein 
'Caroline. H. 
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I^ICHMOND LODGE. 

The kingly prophet well evinces. 
That we should put no trust in pripces : 
My royal master promis*d me 
To raise me to a high degree ; 
But now he*s grown a king, God wot,. 
I fear I shall be soon forgot. 
You see, when folks have got their ends. 
How quickly they neglect their friends > 
Yet I may say, *twixt me and you, 
Pray God, they now may find as true t 

MARBLB HILL. 

./ 

li[y house was built but for a show, 
My lady*s empty pockets know ; 
And now she will not have a shilling, 
To raise the stairs, or build the ceiling ; 
For all the courtly madams round 
Now pay four shillings in the pound 3 
*Tis come to what I always thought : 
My dame is hardly worth a groat. - 
Had you and I been courtiers born. 
We should not thus have lain forlorn : 
For those we dextrous courtiers call. 
Can rise upon their masters* fall. 
But we, unlucky and unwise. 
Must fall because our masters rise. 

RICHMOND LOBOB. 

My master, scarce a fortnight since. 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince 5 
But now it will be no such thing. 
For he*ll be poor as any kin^ : 
And by his crown will nothing get, .. 
But like a king to run in debt. 

V 3 
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MAEBLB HILI,. 



No more the Dean, that grave divine^ 
Shall keep the key of my no— wine ; 
IVJy ice bouse rob, as heretofore. 
And steal my artichokes no more ; 
Poor Patty Blount no more be seen 
Bedraiggled in my walks so green : 
Plump Johnny Gay will npwt^lopc: 
And here no more will danglQ Pope« 

aiCHMOND LODGE. 

Here wont the Dean, when he's to ieek; 
To spuBge a breakfast once « weekj 
To cry the bread was stale, and mutter > 
Complaints agaipst the royal butter. 
But now I fear it will be said, 
No butter sticks upon bis bread. 
We soon shall find hin> full of spleen, 
For want of tattling to the queen j 
Stunning her royal ears with talking; 
His reverence and her highness walking i. 
•While lady Charlotte ♦, like a stroller. 
Sits mounted on the garden -roller. 
A goodly «ight to see her ride 
With ancient Mirmoot f at hex side. 
In velvet cap his head lies warm $ 
His hat for show beneath his arm. 

MABBLB HILL. 

Some Sotxth Sea broker from the city ' 
Will purchase ipc, the more*t the pity > 
Lay all my fine plantatLDOfl waste. 
To fit t^em to his vulgar Usee; 

* Lady Charlotte de Rotissy, a Fiench lady. H. 

f Marquis de Minnont, « Fiencbroan of quality. K. 



Changed for the worse in every part> 
My master Pope will brtak bU heart. 



In my own Thames may I be drownded^ 
If e'er l stoop beneath a crown'd head : 
Except her majesty prevails 
To place me with the prince of Wales } 
And then 1 shall be free from fears^ 
For hell be prince these fifty ye^rs* 
I then will turn a courtier too. 
And serve the times, as ochersdO'^ 
Plain loyalty, not built on hope,, 
I leave to yow contriver, Pope : 
None loves his king and country better^ 
Yet none was everless their debtor. 

MAU1I.B «IX1m 

Then, let him come and take a uap 
In summer on my verdant lap : 
Prefer oqr villas, where the Thames is» 
To Kensington, or hot St. James^a^ 
Nor shall I dull in silence sit^ 
For 'tis to* me he owes his witj 
My groves, my ecboest, and my birds. 
Have taught him his poetick words. 
We gardens, a^nd you wildernesses. 
Assist all poets in distresses. 
Him twice a week I here expect. 
To rattle Moody •for neglect ; 
An idle rogue, who spends his quartridgf 
In tippling at the Dog and Partridge j 
And 1 can hardly get him down 
Thxce times a week to brush my gown. 

* Thf gurdcaer. H« 
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ftlCHMONO LOD0V. ' 

I pity you» dear Marble Hill; 
But hope to see you flourish sdll. 
All happiness — and so adiecu 

MARBLB HILL. 

Kind Richmond Lodge, the same to yon. 



DESIRE AND POSSESSION. J 727. 

1 IS strange what different thoughts inspire 
In men, Possession, and Desire! 
Think what they wish so great a blessing ; 
So disappointed when possessing ! 

A moralist profoundly sage 
(I know not in what book or page, 
Or whether o*er a pot of ale) 
Related thus the following tale. 

Possession, and Desire his brother. 
But still at Tariance with each other. 
Were seen contending in a race ; 
And kept at first an equal pace : 
*Tis said, their course continued longj 
For this was active, that was strong: 
Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 
Misled them many a league about, 
Seduc'd by some deceiving light, 
They take the wrong way for the right; 
Through slippery by-roads dark aud deep. 
They often climb, and often creep. 

Desire, the swifter of the two, 
Along the plain like lightning flew : 
'Till, entering on a broad highway, 
Where power and titles scattcr'd lay, 
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He strove to pick up all he found, 
And by excunions lost bis ground r 
Ka sooner got, than with disdain 
He threw them on the ground again ; 
And hasted fotirzrd to porso* 
Fresh objects fairer to his view; 
In hope to sprisg sone nobler gttoe ^ 
Bnt all he took wu joBt the same ; 
Too scornful now to fetop has ^ace, 
He-spornd them iki his rimre £aee. 

Possession kept the beaten road. 
And ^ather'd all his brother atnm'd; 
But overcbarg'd, and out vf wiad> 
Though strong in llmha, he lag^*d b^tMk 

DeS&ie had now the ^oal in sight : 
It was a tower of monstrom height ^ 
Where on the suoftotti ibrtuoe standi), 
A crown and toeptre in her hands ^ 
Beneath a chasm as deep as Hell, 
Where many a bold adventurer £dl» 
Desire in rapture ga£*d a while. 
And saw the trea<iieroua goddess smile^ 
But, as h^ ciiiiQb*d to grasp the crown> 
She knocked him with the sceptve down i 
He tumbled in the guif profound ; 
There doom'd to w^rl an ei)die6s.rt>u(id* 

Possession's kad was grown so great, 
HejBunk beneath the cumbroiAs weight t 
And, as. be now expiriag laj. 
Flocks every onunons bird of pfey ^ 
The raven, vukan;, owl; and kite> 
At once upon his cartase light. 
And strip his hide, and pick his boaefe, 
S,egaidlfiss <tf his dying groans* 
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ON CENSURE. 1727. 

1b wise^ iostract Ae to eadoiie 

An evily which admits no cure; 

Or, how this evil can be bom. 

Which breeds at oooe bodi hate and scorn. 

Bare innocence is no support, 

When you are tiy*d in Scanaai's court. 

Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit : 

Ail others/ who inferiour sit, 

Cfonceive themselves in conscience bound 

To join, and drag you to the ground. 

Your altitude offends the eyes 

Of those who want Use pow«r to rise. 

The world, a willing stander by. 

•Inclines to aid a specious lie: 

Alas ! they would not do you wrong ; 

But all, a{>pearaaces are strong ! 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detracting people say ? 
For let mankind disoiarge their tongues 
In venom, till thqr burst their lungs. 
Their utmost mahce cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake; 
Nor spoil your shape, distort your face. 
Or put one feature out of place $ 
Nor will you find your fi)rtune sink 
By what they speak or what they think ; 
Nor can. ten hundred thousand lies 
Make you less virtuous, leam*d, or y 

The most efiectual way to baulk 
Their malice^ is— to let them talk. 
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THE FUKNITURE OF A WOMAN'S MIND. 
1737. 

A ftBT of phrases learc'd bj rotes 

A passion for a scarlet coat $ 

When at a play to laugh, or cry. 

Yet canpot tell the reason why; 

Never to hold her tongue a minute. 

While all she prates has nothing tn it $ 

Whole hours can with a coxcomb sit^ 

And take his nonsense all for wit; 
' Her leamiAg mounts to read a song, 

But half the word& pronouncing wrong $ 
' Has every repartee in store 

She spoke ten rftbousand times before; 

Can ready compliments supply 

On all occasions, cut and dry$ 

Such hatred t6 a parson's gown. 

The sight will put her in a swoon ; 

For conversation^ well endued. 

She calls it witty to be rude; 

And, placing raillery in railing. 

Will tell aloud your greatest failings 

Not make a scruple to expose 

Your bandy leg, or crooked nose ; 

Can at her morning tea nan o*er 

The scandal of the day before ; 

Improving hourly in her skill. 

To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. > 

In choosing lace, a critick nice,, 

Knows to a groat the lowest price ; 

Call in her female clubs dispute. 

What linen best the silk wUl suit. 
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What coloars each complexion matcb. 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a mouse creeps in her sight, 
Caa fuiely couoterfeit a ^htj 
So jwcetly screams, if it comes near her. 
She ravishes all heart* to hear her. ^ 

Can dextrously her husband tease. 
By taking fits wfaeneVv ake please; 
£y frequent practice learns the tiick 
At proper seasom to be sick ; 
Thinks nothing gives one airs so pretty. 
At once crea.ting lav9 and pity^ 
if Molly hapipe^ to be carekss. 
And but x^lects to warm her hairlace. 
She gets a cold aa sure as death, 
And vows she scarce can fetch her breath ; 
Admires bow ntodeiit women can 
Be so robustious, like a man. 

In party, furiots to her power -, 
A bitter jvhig, or tory sour ; 
Her arguments directly tend 
Against the side she would defend^ 
-Will prove herseli a tory pbin, 
From principles tUewbigs tnaintaift; 
And, to defend' the whiggish causo, 
Her topicks from the tories draws. 

O yes ! if aoy maa can find 
More virtues in a woman's mind, 
I^t them be sent to My& Havding *% . 
She-U pay the charges to a fartbu)^; 
Take notice, she has miy commissioa 
To add them in tbe neat edition > 
They may outsiiU a better thing : 
So, halloo, boys; G«d aav& the kij^g I 

* Widow of Johp IUa4Mg» the Pcapicr** prioUr, F. 
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CLEVER TOM CLINCH 

GOING TO BB HANGED. I??/. 

As clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was bawling. 
Rode stately through Holborn to die in his calhng. 
He stopt at the George for a bottle of sack, 
And promis'd to pay fbr it when he came back. 
His waistcoat, and stockings, and breeches, were white j 
His cap had a new cherry riband to tye't. 
The maids to the ddors and the balconies ran^ 
And said, *' Laek-a-day ! he's a proper ycnng man l" 
Bat, as from the windows the ladies he spy'd, 
Like a beau in the box, he bow*d low on eacli ^de ; 
And, when his last speech the loud hawkers did cry. 
He swore from hi« cart, " It was all a damn'd lye 1" . 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee ^ 
Tom gave lum a kidc io the guts for bts fee : 
Then said, I must speak to the people a littlie ; 
But I'll see you all damn'd before I will whittle *. 
My honest friend Wild'f (may he long hold hi& place) 
He lengthened my life witE a whole year of grace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid. 
Nor slip this occasion to fbHow yeUF trade; 
My conscience is clear, and my spirits are calm, . 
And thus I go off without prayer-book or psahn | 
Then follow the practice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never would flioDch. 

* A cant word for confessing at the galltws. F. ' 
•f The oot»d thief- catcher, uader-kcepq; of^^^gs^jtc^ wko wa» 
hanged for receiving stolen goodst . ?* 
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DR. SWIFT TO MR. POPE, 

WHILE HX WAS WRITING THE DUNCIAD. l?^?. 

FoPE has the talent well to speak^ 

But DOt to reach the ear ; 
His loudest voice is low and weak^ 

The Dean Coo deaf to hear. 

A while they on each other look* 

Then different studies choose f 
The Dean sits plodding on a book % 

Pope walks^ and courts the Muse. 

Now backs of letters, though designd 
For those who more will need *em. 

Are fill'd with hints, abd interlined. 
Himself can hardly read *em. 

Each ^tom by some other struck 

All turns and motions iries : 
Till, in a lump together stuck. 

Behold a poem rise: 

Yet to the Dean his share allot ; 

He claims it by a canon ; 
That without which a thing is not. 

Is, causa sing qud non. 

Thus, Pope, in vain you boast your witj 

For, had our deaf divine 
Been for your conversation fit, 

You had not wfit a line. 
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W Sherlock ♦ thus, for preachiDg-fam*d, 

The sexton reflson'd well 5 
And justly half the merit claim'd. 

Because he rang the bell. 



A LOVE POEM 

tROU A PHYSICIAN TO HIS MISTRESS. 
VTRITTXif AT LONt>0M« 

By poets we are well assured 

That love, alas ! can ne*er be cur'd : 

A complicated heap of ills^^ 

Despising boluses and pills. 

Ah ! Chloe, this I find is true. 

Since first I gave my heart to you. 

Now, by your cruelty hard bound, 

I strain my guts, my colon wound. 

Now jealousy,' my grumbling tripes 

Assaults with gra&g, grinding gripei^. 

When pity in those eyes I view. 

My bowels wambling make me spew. 

When I an amorous kiss designed, 

I belch'd a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle sigh letfallj 

Remember how I suck*d it all : 

What colick pangs from thence I felt, 

Had you but known, your heart would melt. 

Like ruffling winds in caverns pent. 

Till Nature pointed out a vent. 

* The deJUi of St. Paul's, father to the bishop. U. 
G 2 
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How^ have you torn my heart t» piedeft 
With maggots, huraours, and caprices t: 
B^ which I got the beraorrhioids ; 
And loathsome wgrms fXi^ anus voids, 
Whene er I hear a rival nam*d> 
I feel my body all inflara'd ; 
Which, breaking out in boils and blanc^ 
With yellow filth my Un«n stains; 
Or, parched with unextinguished thirst,, 
Smallbeer I guzzle till I burst; 
And then I dras a bloated corpus, 
Sweird with a dropsy, like a pbrpoiscj^ 
When, if I cannot purge or stale, 
\ must be tapp*d^ to fill a pail. 



TO DEAN SWIFr^ 

BT SIR ARTHUR ACHRSON. \^7^ 

Good cause have I to sing and vapcmrj, 

For I am landlord to the Drapter: . ' 

He, that of every ear's the charmer, 

Now condescends to be my farmer. 

And grace my villa with his strains ; 

Lives such a bard on British plains ? 

No ; not in all the British court 

Yoi none but witlings there resoftt. 

Whose naipes and works (though dead) are made 

Immortal by the Dunciad 5 

And, sure as monument of brass. 

Their fame to'future time shall pass > 

How, with a weakly warbling tongue,^ 

Of bra«en knight they vainly sung ; 
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A subject for their genius fit j 

He dates defy both sense and wit. 

What dares he not ? He can, we know itj 

A laureat make that is no poet ; 

A judge, without the least pretence 

*To common law, or common sense; 

A bishop that is no divine 3 

And coxcombs in red ribbons shine ; 

Nay, he can make, what's greater far, 

A middle state *twixt peace and warp*. 

And say, there shall, for years together^ 

Be peace and war^ and both, and neither* 

Happy> O Market'hill I at least. 

That court and courtiers have no taste : 

You never else had known tlie Dean, 

But as of old, obscurely lain ; 

All things gone on the same dull track. 

And Drapier'shiU • been still Drumlack j 

But now your name with Penshurst vies. 

And wing*d with fame shall reach the skies. 



DEAN SWIFT AT SIR ARTHUR ACHESONS, 

IN THE NORTH OF IRELAND. 

The Dean would visit Market- hill, 

Otir invitation was but slight ; 
I snid— *' Why let him, if he will :" 

And so I bade sir Arthur write. 

• The Dean gave this name to a farm called Drumlack, which 
he rented of sir Arthur Acheson, whose seat lay between that ani 
Market-hill ; and intended to build a house upon it, but afterward 
changed his mind. F. 

3 
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His manners would not let faim wait. 

Lest we should think ourselves neglected,^ 
And so we saw hira at oat gate 

Three days before he was expected. 

After a week, a month, a quarter. 

And day succeeding after day, 
Says not a word of his departure, 

Though not a soul would liave him stay^ 

I've said enough to make, him blush, 

Methinks, or else the Devil's in'tj 
But he cares not for it a rush, 

Nor for my life will take the hint. 

But you, my dear, may let him knoWj 

Jn civil language, if be stays. 
How deep ttkd foul the roads may grow,. 

And that be may command the chaise^ 

Or you may say—" My wife intends. 
Though I should be exceeding proud. 

This winter to invite some friends. 
And, sir, I know, you bate a crowd.'* 

Or, " Mr. Dean— I shonld with joy 
Beg you would here continue still, 
, But we mu%t go to Aghnecloy * j 
Or, Mr. ^loore wiU takA it ill." 

The house aeoounts are daily rising ; 

So much his stay doth swell the bills ^ 
My dearest life, it is surprising, 

How much be eats, bow much he swills« 

His brace of pnppies how they stuff! 

And they mUst have three ineals a day. 
Yet never think they eet enough j 

His horses too eat ail our hay. 

* I'hc seat of Achison Moore, esq^ in U)« c^vnty of Tyrone* 
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1 if I could, bow I would maal 

His tallow hce and waiAscot pawi. 
His beetle brows, and eyes of wall. 

And make bim sooa give up the cauie I 

' Must I be every moment chid 

Witb • SkiTorjfkeniM, Snife, and l^an ^ 
O ! tbat I could bat once be rid 
Of this insulting tyrant Dean I 



ON A VERY OLD GLASS AT MARKET-HILL. 

Fkail glass ! .thou bcafr'rt that^ame as well as I j 
Though none cair tdl, which of us first shall die. 



AN8WESBD BJ^TSMPOES BT HB. SWIFT. 

Mb only chance can kill ; thou, frailer creature, 
Mays't die^ like me^ by chance^ but most by natttre. 



ON CUTTING DOWN THE OLD THORN 

AT MARKET-HILL* 

At Market-Hill, as well appears^ 

By chronicle of ancient date. 
There stQod for many hundred yeara 

A spaciour thorn before^the gate* 

• The DeftB nKd to call lady Acheson Vf those ataft9« ^ 
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Hither came every village maidi 

And on Ibe boughs her garland hung > 

And here, beneath the spreading 8hade> 
Secure from satyrs sate and sung. 

£ir Archibald *, that Valorous knight. 

The lord of all the fruitful plaid, 

. Would come and listeii with delight; 

For he was fond of rural strain. 

(Sir Archibald, whose favourite name 
Shall stand for ages on record, 
. By Scottish bards of highest fame. 

Wise Hawthornden and ^iriing's lord f.) 

But time with iron teeth, I ween, 
Has cankered all its branches round > 

No fruit or blossom to be seen. 
Its head reclining toward the ground. 

This aged, sickly, sapless thorn. 
Which must, alas 1 no longer stand. 

Behold the cruel Dean in scorn 
Cuts down with sacrilegious jiand. 

Dame Nature, when she saw the blow. 
Astonished, gave a dreadful shriek 5 

And mother Tellus trembled so. 
She scarce recover*d in a week« 

The Sylvan powers, with fear perplcx'd. 

In prudence and compassion, sent 
(For none could tell whose turn was next) , 

Sad omens of the dire event* 

• Sir Archibald Acheson, ^cretary of state for Scotland. F. 

"t* Drummond of Hawthornden, and sir William 'Alexander 
earl of Stirling, who were both friends to <ir Archibald, aai 
fainoua Car their po^ try. F« 
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The magpie^ lighting oh the stock. 
Stood chattering with incessant din ; 

And with her beak gave wany a knock. 
To route and warn the njrpspfa within. 

The owl forftww, In pensive jhood. 

The roin of her ancient «eat 5 
And fled in haste> with ail her brood, 
. To seek a more secure retreat. 

l.ast trolled fordi the gentle ^ae, 
To ease her itch against the 8tunfip> 

And dismally was heard to wbine^ 
All as she sccubb'd her mt&zly rttmp. 

The nyrnph who dwells in every trfed, 
(If all be true that poets chant) * 

CondemnM by Fate's suprenie decree. 
Must die with her expiring plant. 

Thus, when the ^ntle Spina fonnd 

The thora committed to her care» 
Beceiv'd its kst and d^dly wound. 

She fled, «]»d vailith*d into dir. 

But from the root a dismal groan 
First issuing struck the murderer's cars j 

And, in a shiill revengeful tone. 
This prophecy he trembling heats; 

** Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
Kelentless Dean, to mischief born ; . 

My kindred oft thine hide shall gall. 
Thy gowrj and cassock oft be torn. 

And thy confederate dame, who brag9 
That she condemned me to the fire, 

SbaU rend her petticoats to rags» 
Aod wound her legs with every brier^ 
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Nor thou, lord Arthur *, shalt escape | 

To thee I often caird in vain, 
Against that assassin in crape ; 

Yet, thou could*st tamely see me slain : 

iNor> when I felt the dreadful blow. 

Or chid the Dean, or pinch*d thy spouse | 

Since you could see roe treated so 
(An old retainer to your house) : 

May that fell Dean» by whose command 
Was form*d this Machiavelian plot, * 

Not leave a thistle on thy land ; 
Then who will own thee for a Scot } 

Pigs and fanaticks^ cows and teagues. 
Through all my empirje I foresee. 

To tear dij hedges, join in leagues, 
Sworn to revenge my thorn and me. 

And thou, the wretch ordain*d by fate, 
Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clow'n, 

With hatchet blunter than thy pate. 
To hack my hallowd. timber down ; 

When thou, suspended high in air, , 

Diest on a more ignoble tree, 
(For thou shalt steal thy landlord*s mare), 

Then^t bloody caitif ! think on me.** 

* Sir Arthur Acheaoiu F. 
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EPITAPH, 

in BBSKELEt CHUBCHTABD, GL.OVCCSTERSH|RI* 

xl.£itE lies the earl of Suffolk*& foo]» 

Men call'd him Dicky Pearce i 
His foUy serv'd to make folka laugh» 

When wit and mirth were scarce^ 

Poor Dick, alas ! is dead and gone. 

What signifies to cry ? 
Pickies enough are still behind. 

To laugh at by and by. 

Buried June ia> 1728, aged 6^. 



MY LADY'S * LAMENTATION AND COM^ 
PLAINT AGAINST THE DEAN. . 
JULY 28, 1728. 

Sure never did man see His malice is plain^ 

A wretch like poorNancy, Hallooing the dean • 

So teas'd day and night The Dean never stops. 

By a Dean and a Knight W hen he opens his chops } 

To punish my sins, Tm quite overrun 

Sir Arthur begins. With rebus and puW 
And gives me a wipe Beibre he came here. 

With Skinny 9Dd Snipe : To spunge for good cheer, 

* Lad/ AcheioD*. F« 
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SWIPTa FOUMS. 



I sate witli delight. 
From moroing till night, 
With two bony thumbs 
Could rub my old gums, 
Or scratching my nose. 
And jogging my toes j 
But at present, forsooth, 
I must not rub a tooth. 
When' my elbows he sees 
Held up by my knees, 
My arms, HkQ two props> 
Supporting my chops, ^ 
And just as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pendu- 
lum ; 
He trips up my props. 
And down my chin drops. 
From my hea(!(' to my 

heels, , 
Like a dock without 

wheels 5 
I sink in the spleen, 
A useless machine. 

If he had his will* 
I should never sit still : 
He comes with his whims, 
I must move my limbs 3 
I cannot be sweet 
Withoqt using my feet; 
To lengthen my breath, 
Hq tires me to death. 
By the worst of aU squires. 
Through bogs and thro' 

briers^ 
Where a cow wocdd be 

litartled, 
Im in spite of my heart 

led; 



And, say* what Iwilj, 
Haul'd up every hill j 
Till, daggled andtatter'd, 
My«pirits quite shatter*d, 
I return home at night. 
And fast, out of spite : ' 
For I'd rather be dead, 
Than it e er should bes^d, 
I was better for him. 
In stomach or limb. 

But now to my diet j 
No eating in quiet. 
He's still finding fault, 
Too sour or too salt: 
The wing of a chick 
I hardly can pick j 
But trash without measure 
I swallow with pleasure. 
Next for his diversion. 
He rails at my person : 
What court breeding this 

isl 
He takes me to pieces: 
From shoulder to dank 
Fm lean and am lank; 
My nose lohjg and thin. 
Grows down to my chin; 
My chin will not stay. 
Bat meets it half way; 
My fingers, prolix. 
Are \xxi crooked stkks : 
He swears my el— -bows 
Are two ir(^ crows. 
Or sharp pointed rocks, 
And wear out my soiockse 
To *scapc .them, sir Ar- 
thur 
li foscM to lie farther^ 



MY LJLDT's lamentation. 
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Or 4jIs sides (hey would 

•gore 
Like the tusk of a boar. 
Now, changing the 
scen^. 
But still to the Dean : 
He loves to be bitter at ^ 
4. lady illiterate ; 
If he sees her but once> 
He'll swear she's a dunce; 
Can tell by her looks 
A bater of books ; 
Through each line of htt 

face 
lier folly can trace; 
Which spoils every Fea- 
ture 
Bestow'd her by nature; 
But sen<^e gives a grace 
To the homeliest face: 
Wise books and reflection 
Will mend ' the com- 
plexion : 
(A civil divine ! 
Isuppose,meaning mine t) 
No lady who wants them. 
Can ever be handsome. 
I guess well enough 
What he means by this 

stuffy 
He haxS^and he hums. 
At last out it cornqs : 
What, madam r No walk- 
ing, 
No reading, nor talking? 
You're now in your prime. 
Make use of your time. 

VOL. XI. 



Consider, before 
You come to threescore. 
How the hussies will fleer 
Where'er you appear; 
** That silly old puss 
Would fain be like us : 
What a figure she made- 
In her tarnish'd brocade ! * 
And then he grows 
mild : 
Come, be a good child : 
If you are inclin d 
To polish your mind. 
Be ador*d by the men 
Till threescore and ten. 
And kill with the spleen 
The jades of sixteen ; 
ril show you the way : 
Read six hours a day. 
The wits will frequent ye. 
And thinkyou but twenty. 

Thus was I drawn in; 
Forgive me my sin. 
At breakfast he 11 ask 
An account of my task. 
Put a word out of joint. 
Or miss but a point. 
He rages and frets. 
His manners forgets ; 
And, as I am serious. 
Is very imperious. 
No book for delight 
Must come in my sight; 
But, instead of new plays. 
Dull Bacon's Essays, 
And pore ev«ry day on 
That nasty Pantheon. , 

ii 
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Jf I be not d drudge, 
Let all the world judge. 
'Twere better be blind. 
Than thus be coniin*d. 

But, while 10 an ill tone, 
I murder poor Milton, 
ThcDean, you will awear. 
Is at study or prayer. 
He's all the day saunter- 
ing. 
With labourers banter- 
ing, 
Among his colleagues, 
A parcel of Teagucs, 
W homhe brings in among 

us 
And bribes with mundun- 

gusj 
Hail, fellow, well met. 
All dirty and wet : 
Find out, if you can, 
Who's mister, who's man; 
Who makes the best fi- 
gure. 
The Dean or the digger j 
And which is the best 
At cracking a jest. 
How proudly he talks 
Of zigzags and walks ; 
And all the day raves 
Of cradles and cavesj 
And 'boasts of his feats, 
His grottoes and seats; 
Shows, all his gewgaws. 
And gapes for applause} 
A fine occupation 
For one in his station! 



POEMS. 

A hole where a rabbit 
Would scorn to inhabit. 
Dug out in an hour; 
He calls it a bower. 

But, O ! how we laugh. 
To see a wild calf 
Come, driven by heat. 
And foul the green seat; 
Or run helter-skelter 
To his arbour, for shelter, 
Where all goes to ruin 
The dean has been doing : 
The girls of the village 
Come flocking for pillage. 
Pull down the flne briers 
And thorns, to make fires; 
But yet are so kind 
To leave something be- 
hind: 
No more need be said on't, 
1 smell when I tread on't. 
Dear fi-iend, doctor 
Jinny, 
If I could but win ye. 
Or Walmsley or Whaley, 
To come hither daily. 
Since Fortune, my foe. 
Will needs have it so. 
That I'm, by her frowns. 
Condemned to black 

gowns ; 
No squire to be found 
The neighbourhood 

round ; 
(For, under the rose, 
I would rather choose 
those) 



MY LADV*8 LAMINTATION, fS 

If your wives will permit May Walmsley give wine 

ye. Like a hearty divine ! 

Come here, out of pity, IVfay Whaley disgrace 

To ease a poor lady, Dull Daniel's whey-face? 

And bcjf her a playday. And may your three 

So may you be seen spouses 

No more in the spleen I Lei you lie at friends 

houses! 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 1728. 

DERMOT, SHEELAH. 

A NYMPH and swain, Sheclah and Dermot hight. 
Who wont to weed the court of Gosford knight • i 
While each with stubbed knife removed the roots. 
That raised between the stones their daily shoots j 
As at their work they sate in counterview. 
With mutual beauty srait, their passion grew. 
Sing, heavenly Muse, in sweetly-flowing strain 
The soft endearments of the nymph and swain. 

DEHMQT. 

My love to Sheclah is mqre firmly fis^t. 
Than strongest weeds that grow these stones betwixt : 
My spud these nettles from the stones can part j 
No knife so keen to weed thee^ from my heart. 

SHEPLA9. 

My love for gentle Dermot faster grows. 
Than yon tall dock that rises to thy nose. 
Gut down the dock, 'twill sprout again 5 but. Of 
Love rooted out, again will never grow. 

* Sir Arthur Acheson. F. 
h2 
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DERMOT. 

No more that brier thy tender leg shall rake % 
(I spare the thistle^ for sir Arthur's * sake) 
Sharp are the stones ; take thou this rushy mat ;^ 
The hardest bum will bruise with sitting squat. 

SHEBLAH. 

Thy breeches, torn behind, stand gaping wide y 
This petticoat shall save thy dear backside ; 
Nor need I bUish j although you feel it wet, 
Dermot^ I vow, *tis nothing else but sweat. 

DBRMOT. 

At an old stubborn root I chanc*d to tug, 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug : 
A longer ha'p'orth * never did I see ; 
This, dearest Sheelah, 4hou shalt share with me^ 

SHEELAH. 

In at the pantrj' door this morn I slipt. 
And from the shelf a charming crust I whipt : 
Dennis % was out, and I got hither safe ; 
And thou, my dear, shak have the bigger half. 

DERMOT. 

When you saw Tady at long bullets play. 
You sate and ]om*d him all a sunshine day : 
How could you, Sheelah, listen to his tales. 
Or crack such lice as his between your nails? 

SHEELAH. 

• When you with Oonah stood behind a ditch, 
I peep d, and saw you kiss the dirty bitch : 
Dcrmot, bow could you touch these nasty slots f 
I alqfiost wished this ^pud were in your guts, v 

• Who was a great lovcy ^f Scotland. P. 

•I" Halfpennyworth. F. % Sir Arthur's bufcler. ^, 



A FA$T4>RAL DIALOGUE. JJ 

If Oonah once I kits'd, forbear to chide j , 
Her aunt's my gossip by my father's side: 
Baty if I ever touob her lips again. 
May I be doomed for life to weed in rain ! 

SHEKLAH. 

Dermoty I swear, though Tady's lod^s could hold 
Ten thousand lice, apd every loose wai gold| 
Him on my lap you never more shall see j 
Or may I lose my weeding knife — and thee I 

DEKMOT. 

O, could I earn for thee, my lovely lass, 
A pair of brogues • tp bear thee dry to mass! 
But see, where Norah with the sowins f copQes— ' 
Then let us rise, and rest our weary bums. ! 



OH THE 

FIVE LADIES AT SOTS-HOLR t 

WITH THE DOCTOR § AT THEIR HEAD. 

N. B. THE LADIES THEATED Ti8£ DOCTOR. 
SENT AS FROM AW OFFICER IM THE ARM^ 1728, 

X AIR ladies, nuxpb^r five. 

Who, in your merry fr^^ks. 
With little Tom contrive 

To feast on ale and sieftHs } 

• Shoes with flat low heels. F. f A sort of flummery. F, 
% An alehousp in Dublin famous for bwf-suajcs. F« 
§ Dr, Thomas Sheridan, F. 

h3 
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While he sits by a grinning. 
To see you safe in Sot*s bole. 

Set up with greasy linen. 

And neither mugs nor pots whole ; 

Alas! I n«ver thought, 

A priest would please your palate j[ 
Besides, I'll hold a groat» 
. He*U put you in a ballad; 

Where I shall see your faces 
On paper daub'd so foul. 

They 11 be no more like Graces^ 
Th^n Venus like an ewl. 

And we sjiall take yoi; rather 

To b.e a midnight pabk 
Of witches met together, ^ 

With Beelzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with woe, 
To think, such ladies fine 

Shonld.be reduc'd so low. 
To treat a dull divine. 

* Be by a parson cheated \ 

Had you been cuoning stagen. 
You might yourselves be treated 
By captains and by majors. 

• Sec how corruption grows; 

While mothers, daughters, aunts^ 
Instead of powder'd beaux. 
From pulpits choose gallants. 

If we, who wear our wigs 
With fantail and with snake^ 

Are bubbled thus by prigs 5 
Z— ds 1 who would be a rake ? 



THE FIVE LADIES, fQ 

Had I a heart to fight, 

I'd knock the doctor down j 
Or could I read or write. 

Egad I rd Wear a gown. 

Then leave him to his birch * j 

And at the Rose on Sunday, 
The parson safe at church, 

I'll treat you with burgundy. 



THE FIVE LAPIES ANSWER TO THE BEAU, 

BY DR. SHERIDAN. 
yriTB THS WIG AMB WXMGS AT HIS HEAP* 

You little scribbling beau. 

What demon made you write ? 
Because to write you know 

As much as you can fight, 

For compliment so scuny, 

I wish we^had you here; 
We'd turn you topsyturvy 

Into a mug of beer. 

You thought to make a farce on 

The man and place we chose } 
WeVe sure p single parsQU 

Is worth a hun4red beauj(, 

* Pr, Sheridan was a ichoolmastor. f. 
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And you would make us vassals. 
Good Mr, Wig and Wiogg, 

To silver clocks and tassels ; 

You would, you Thing of Things t 

Because around your tanfe 
A ring of diamonds is set; 

And you, in some by lane. 
Have gaio'd a paltry grisette^ 

Shall we, of sense refin'd, 
YouF trifling nonsense bear* 

As noisy as the wiad» 
As empty as the air ? 

We hate your empty prattle j 
And vow and swear *tis true. 

There's more in one child's rattle. 
Than twenty fops like you. 



THE BEAirS REPLY 

TO THE FIVE LADIES ANSWEX. 

Why, how now dapper black, 

I smell your gown and cassock. 
As strong upon your back, 

As Tisdai * smells of a spck. 

• A clergyman in the North of Ireland, who bad made prop*- 
•«l3of»arrlii$«te§teU4. F, ^ . 



THE BEAU 8 XEPLYf 61 

To write such scurvy stuff! ' 

Fine ladies never dot ; 
I know you well enough, 

And eke your cloven foot. 

Fine ladies, when they write. 

Nor scold, nor keep a splutter : 
Their verses give delight, 

As soft and sweet .as butter. 

But Sa.tan never saw 

Such haggard lines as these : 
They stick athwart my maw. 

As bad as Suffplk cheese. 



THE JOURNAL OF A MODERN LADY. 

IN A LETTER TO A FEBSON QF ^UALITT* 1?^^* 

OiR, 'twas a roost unfi-iendly part 
Jn you, who ought to knqw my heart. 
Are well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female commonweal—* 
How could it come into your mind 
To pitch on me, of all mankind. 
Against the sex to write a satire, 
And brand me for a womanhater ? 
On me, who think them all so fair, 
They rival Venus to a hair ; 
Tl^eir virtues never ceas'd to sing, 
Since first 1 learn'd to tune a string ? 
Methinks 1 hear the ladies cry. 
Will he his character bejie ? 



62 swift's POEdlS. 

Must never our misfortunes end I 
And have we lost our only friend ? 
Ah, lovely nymphs I remove your fe3rs> 
No more let fall thdse precious tears. 
Sooner shall, &c. 

[^Here several verses are omiUed.'\ 

The hound be hunted by Ihe hare> 

Than I turn rebel to the fair. 

*Twa^ you enga^'d me first to write. 

Then gave the subject out of spite : 

The journal of a modern dame. 

Is, by my promise, what you claim* 

My word is past, I must submit ; ' 

And yet perhaps.you may be bit. 
• J but transcribe \ for oot a line 

Of all the satire shall be mine. 
' Compell'd by you to tag in rliymes 

The common slanders of the times. 

Of modern times, the guilt is yours. 

And me my innocence secures. 

Unwilling Muse, begin thy lay, 

The annals of a female day. 

By nature tara'd to play the rake well^ 

(As we shall show ^ou in the sequel) 

The modern dame u wak'd by noon, 

(Some authors say not quite so soon) 

Because, though sore against her will, 

She' sat all night up at quadrille. 

She stretches, gapes, unglues her eyes. 

And asks, if it be time to rise ; 

Of headach and the splaen complains ; 

And then, to cool her heated brains, . 

Her nightgown and her slippers broagfat her» 

Takes a large dram of citron water. 

Then to her gla^s ; arid, " Betty, pray 

Donit I look frightfully .tooday ? 



^OURNAXi OF A MODBRft LADY. 83 

But was it not eonfoiinded hard? 
Well, if 1 ever touch a t:ard ! 
Four matadores, and lose codille! 
Depend upon*t, I never will. 
But run to Ton), and bid him fix 
The ladies here to-night by six ** 
" Madam, the goldsmith waits below; 
He says, his business is to know 
If youll redeem the silver cup 
He keeps in pawn ?"*— " First, show him up.** 
*' Your dressing-plate hell be content 
To take, for interest cent per cent. 
And, madam, there's my lady Spade - 
" Has sent this letter by her maid : 
Mell, J remember what she won ; 
And has she sent so soon to dnn.^ 
Here, carry down these ten pistoles 
My husband left to pay for coals : ^ 
I thank my stars, they allure light ; 
And I 'may have revenge to-night.** 
Now, loitering o'er her tea and cream, 
She enters on her usual theme ; 
Her last night's ill success repeats, 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats : 
'< She slipt spadillo in her breast. 
Then thought to turn it to a jest ; 
There's Mrs. Cut and she combine^ 
And to each other give the sign.** 
Through every game pursues her tale. 
Like hunters o'er their evening ale. 
Now to another sc^ne give place : 
Enter the folks with silks and lace : 
Fresh matter for a world of chat. 
Right Indian this, right Mechlin that ; 
^* Observe thi» pattern 5 there's a stuff; 
J can have customers enough. 
Dear madam, yoa are grown so hard— 
This l^ce is worth twelve pounds a ytitA % 



84 SWIFT*B POBMS«r . 

Madam, if there.be truth in man, 
I never sold so cheap a An." 

This business of importance o'er. 
And madam almost dress d by four ^ 
The footman, in his usual phrase. 
Comes up with, *' Madam, dinner stays/' 
She answers, in her usual style, 
** Thq cook must keep it back a while : 
I never can have time to. dress. 
No woman breathing takes up less j 
Fm hurried so, it makes me sick ; 
i wish the dinner at Old Nick." 
At table now she acts her part. 
Has all the dinner cant by heart :> 
*' I thought we were to dine alone. 
My dear *, for sure, if I had known 
This company would come to-day — 
But xeally *tis my spouse's way! 
He*s so unkind, he never sends 
To tell when he invites his friends: 
I wish ye may but have enough !*' 
And while with all this paltry stuff 
She sits tormenting every guest. 
Nor gives her tongue one moment's rest. 
In phrases batter'd, stale, and trite. 
Which modern ladies call polite j 
You see the booby husband sit 
In admiration at her wit I 

But let me now a while survey 
Our madam o'er her evening tea ; 
Surrounded with her noisy clans 
Of prudes, coquets, and harridans j 
When, frighted at the clamorous crew. 
Away the God of Silence flew. 
And fair Discretion left the place. 
And Modesty with blushing face ; 
Kow enters overweening Pride, 
And Scandal ever gaping wide. 



JOURNAL OP A MODKSW LA^T. ^5 

Hypocmy with frown severe^ 
Scurrility with gibing ittr ; 
Rude laoehter seeming like to burst. 
And Maltce always judging worst ^ 
And Vanity with pocket glass. 
And Impudence with front of brass; 
And studied Affectation came, 
Each limb and feature out of frame ; 
While Ignorance^ with brain of lead« 
flew hovering o*er each female bead. 

Why^ should I ask of thee, my Muse, 
A hundred tongues, as poets use, 
When> to give every dame her due, 
A hundred thousand were too few ? 
Or how should I, alas I relate 
The sum of all their senseless prate. 
Their inuendoes, hints, and slanders. 
Their meaning lewd, and double entendresf 
Now comes the general scandal charge; 
What some invent, the rest enlarge -, 
And, ** Madam, if it be a lie. 
You have the tale as cheap as 1 $ 
I must conceal my authors name : 
But now 'tis known to con^mon fame.*' 

Say, foolish females, bold and blind. 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind. 
Are you on vices most severe, 
Wh^rdn yourselves have greatest share ? 
Thus every fool herself deludes ; 
The prudes condemn the absent prudes : 
Mopsa, who stinks her spouse to death. 
Accuses Chloe*s tainted breath ; 
Hircina, rank with sweat, presumes 
To censure Phyllis for perfumes } 
While crooked Cynthia, sneering, says. 
That Florimel wears iron stays : 
Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous. 
Admires how girls can talk with fellows y , . 

YOL. XI, I 



^ *wift"*s roEMs; 

And, full of indignation^ frets. 

That women should be such coquetsf J 

Ins> for scandal most notorious, 

Cries, '* Lord, the world is so ccnsorlousf* 

And Rufa, with her combs of lead. 

Whispers that Sappho's hair is red : 

Aura, whose tongue you hear a mile heoce^ 

Talks half a dav in praise of silencer 

And Sylvia, full of inward guilt. 

Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 

Now voioes over voices rise. 
While each to be the loudest vies : 
They contradict, affirm, dispute, 
No single tongue one moment mute ; 
All mad to speak, and none to hearken. 
They set the very lapdog barking; 
Their chattering makes a louder din 
I'han fishwives o'er a cup of gin : 
Not schoolboys at a barring out 
Bais'd ever such incessant rout: 
The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not such a clatter; ' 
Far less the rabble roar and r^il. 
When drunk with sour election ale. 

Nor do they trust their tongues afone. 
But speak a language of their own; 
Can read a nod, a shrug, a look. 
Far better than a printed book; 
Convey* a libel in a frown. 
And wrnk a reputation down r 
Or, by the tossing of the fan. 
Describe the lady and the mail. 

But see, the female club disband!^, . 
Each twenty visits on her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam sits 
In vapours and hysterick fitsr 
<' And was not Tom this morntng sent } 
I'd lay my Kfcr he never went : - 
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^t gix, and not a livbg soul I 
1 might by this have woo a vole." 
A dreadful ipterval of spkeo I 
How shall we pass the time between ? 
" Here, Bettjr, let ojc ta^c noj drops ; 
And feel my pulse, I know it stops: 
This head of mine^ Lord^ how it swims ! 
And such a pain iQ all my limbs!" 
*' Dear madam» try to take a nap**—*. 
But now tfiey hear a footman's rap : . « 
*' Goy run, and light ibe indies qp : 
It must be one before we sup." ^ 

The table, (»rds« and counters, sptji 
And all the gamester bdies met. 
Her spleen and dte recover'^ quiU» 
Oar madana gan §it«np ^U night j^ 
** Whoever comes, I*m not within. "-^^ 
Quadrille's Che word^ and so begin. 

How can the Muse her aid iippi^rtj^ 
Unskillxi in all the terips o^ art } 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal> the shuffic, and the ci;t J ' 

The supejifstitiovi^ whims relate, 
That m\ a female gamester's pate ^ 
What agony of so^l she feels 
To see a knave s inverted heels \ 
She draws up card by card, to find 
Good fortune peeping frptn behind f 
With panting hearc, and earnest eyes^ 
In hope -to see spadUlo rise ; 
In vain, alas! her hope is fed y 
She draws an ace^ and sees it red y 
In ready coqn^ers never pays^ 
But pawns her snuff box, ringSj^ and V^Y^ » 
Ever with some new fancy strucjf, 
Tries twenty charms to mend her Itvcjt. 
**^ This morning, when the parson c^vat^ 
I said I should UQt win a game* 
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This odious chairy hov came I stock ia*t ? 
I think I never had good luck in*t. 
I'm so uneasy in my stays $ , 
Your fan a n^oment, if you please. 
Stand farther, girl» or get you gone ; 
I aWays lose when you look on.** 
*' Lo^rd ! madam, you have lost codille ; 
I never saw you play so ill.** 
** Nay, madam, give me leave to say, 
'Twss you that threw the game away: 
When lady Tricksey play*d a four. 
You took it with a matadore | 
I saw you touch your wedding ring 
Before my lady calFd a king ; 
You spoke a word began with H, 
And I know whom you mean to teadi. 
Because you held the king of hearts^ 
Fie, madam, leave these little arts.** 
** That's not so bad as one that rubs 
Her chair to call the king of clubs; 
And makes her partner understand 
' A matadore is id her hand.** 

^ Madam, you have no cause to flounocu 
I swear I saw yon thrice renounce.** 
^* And truly, madam, i know when 
Instead of five, you scor'd me ten. 
Spadillo liere has got a mark ; 
A child may know it in the dark : 
I guess'd die hand ; it seldom fails : 
I wish some folks would pair their nails.** 

WhUe thus they rail, ^nd scold, and stonn^ 
It passes but for common form : 
But, conscious that they all speak true^ 
And give each other but their due. 
It never interrupts the game. 
Or makes them sensible of shame. 

The time too precious now to wastes 
7he supper gobbled up is Jiaste; * 
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«Again afresh to cards they ran« 
As if they bad but jvist begun. 
But I shall not again repeat, 
How oft they 3quabb}e, snarl, and che^t* 
At last they hear the watchman knocks 
" A frosty room—past four o'clock." 
The chairmen are not to be found, 
*' Come, let us play th« other round-" 

Now all in haste they hqddle on 
Their hoods, their cloaks> and get tbem gone f 
Buty first, the wiqner must invite 
The company to-morrow night. 

Unluoky Qaadan9» left in tears, 
(Who now again quadrille forswears) 
With empty purse, and aching head> 
Steals to Iter sleeping spouse to bed. 



A PIALOGUE 

BBTWEEK MAD MULUNIX AND TIMOTHY. 172&^ 

M. I owv, *tif not aay bread and butter; 
But prithee, Tkn^ why all this clutter ? 
Why ever in these raging fits, 
Damning to Hell the Jacobites ? 
When« if you search the kingdom round. 
There's hardly t^wenty to be found 3 
No, not ampng the priests and friars-^ 

T. Twixt you and rae, G<^d d — ^n the liars \ 

M. The tories are gone every man over 
To our illustrious house of Hanover j 
From all their conduct thi« is plain $ 
And then-^ 

T. &--4 d^n tb« Hats again 1 

13 • 
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Did not an earl but lately vote, 

To bring in (I could cut his throat) 

Our whole accounts of publick debts f 

M. Lord! how this frothy coxcomb fretsl [asUh^ 
T. Did npt an able statesman bishop 

This dangerous horrid motion dish up 

As popish craft? did he not rail on*t ? 

Show fire and faggot in the tM o^*t ? 

Provitjg the earl a grand offender. 

And in a plot for the pretender; 

Whose fleet, *tis all our friends opinion. 

Was then embarking at Avignon ? 

M. These wrangling jars of whig and tory. 

Are stale and worn as Troy-town story : 

The wrong, 'tis certain, you were both in. 

And now you find you fought for nothing* 

Your faction, when their game was new. 

Might want such noisy fools as you; 

But youy when all the show is p^st^ 

Resolve to stand it out the last $ 

Like Martin Marrall *, gaping on> 

Not minding when the song is done, *" 

When all the bees are gone to settle. 

You clatter still your brazen kettle. 

The leaders whom you listed under. 

Have dropt their arms, and seized the plunder | 

And when the war is past, you come 

To rattle in their ears your drum : 

And as that hateful hideous Grecian 

Thersites (he was your relatipn) 

Was more abhorr*d and scorn'd by those 

With whom he 8erv*d, than by his foes) 

So thou art grown the detestation 

Of all thy party through the nation: 

Thy peevish and perpetual teasing 

ifiiih plots, and Jacobites, and treason, 

t A cbsrac^ in one of Drydcn^t com^dict* H. 
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Thj huBy, nerer-mcaning face. 
Thy screw'd up front, thy state grimace. 
Thy formal n6ds, important sneers, 
Thy whisperings foisted in all ears, 
(Whi^h are, whatever you may think. 
But nonsense wrapt up in a stmk) 
Hare made thy presence, in a true sense^ 
To tby own side, so d — ^n*d a nuisance. 
That, when they have you in their eye. 
As if the Devil drove, they fly. 

T* My good friend Mullinix, forbear} 
I vow to G— -, you're too severe: 
If it could ever yet be known 
I took advice, except my own. 
It should be yours^ but, d— n my blood 1 
I must pursue the publtck good: 
The faction (is it not notorious ?) 
Keck at the memory of Glorious * : 
Tis true; nor need I to be told, 
My fuiondam friends are grown so cold. 
That scarce a creature can be found 
To prance With me the statue round. 
The publick safety, I foresee. 
Henceforth depends alone on me ; 
And while this vital breath I blow. 
Or from above, or from below, 
rU sputter, swagger, curse, and rail. 
The tories terrour, scoui^e, and flail. 

M. Tiod, you mistake the matter quite ^ 
The torieal you are their delight; 
And should you act a different part. 
Be grave and wise, 'twould break their heart. 
Why, Tim, you have a taste I knowj 
And often see a puppetshow : 
Observe, the audience is in pain, 
yrbile Punch is hid behind the scene; 

• Kin^WilU^nlll. H« 
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But, when they hear his rusty voice. 
With what impatience tJbey rejoiced 
And theD they value not two straw$« ^ 
How Solomon decides the (:ause. 
Which the true ipother, which preten4er j 
Nor listen to the w^tcb of Eodor. 
Should Fau^t^Sj, with the Pevij behind hioif 
Enter the stage, they never mind him: 
If Punch, to Stir their fancy, shpws 
In at the door his monsttou^ posQ, 
Then suddep4ravs it back again: 
O what a pleasure mi^l with pain ! 
You every moment think an age. 
Till he appears upon the stag«: . 
And first bis bum you see him clap 
Upon the queen of Sbeha's lap : 
I'he duke of Lorraine drew his sword $ 
Punch roaring rgn^ and running roar*d» 
Reviles all people in his jarg^p, > 
And sells th^ King of Sp^in a bargain } 
St. George himself he plays the wag oq. 
And noounts astride npon the dragon ^ _ 
He gets a thousand thumps and kick^ 
Yet cannot leave hia roguish tiigks > 
In eveiy action ttirpsts bis nose; 
Tbe reason why, no inortal knpws s. 
In doleful scenes that break our heart. 
Punch comes, li|p; fa\i« and lets a fart. 
There's oqt a p9f)ip(it made of wood. 
But what would h^ng bimi if they Qould; 
While, teasing 9U, ^y all iu5*s teased. 
How weUy^e tic qpectatprs pi^sdl 
Who in the mQtjg^ bave no sb^re. 
But purely come to begr and sjtare^ 
Have no concern for Sabra's sake, 
Which gets t^e inHLtor^ saint or »akf^ 
Provided Punch (for there's the jest) 
Be soundly maal'd, jnd j^ljigli? xbfi test 
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Thus, Tim, philosophers suppose. 
The world consists of puppetshows 3 
Where j)etulant conceited fellows 
Perfonn the part of Punchiuelloes : 
So at this booth, which we call Dublin, 
Tim, thou'rt the Punch to stir up trouble in ^ 
Yoa wriggle, fidge, and make a rout, 
Pat all your brother puppets out„ 
Rub on in a perpetual round. 
To teascy perplex, disturb, confound 3, 
Intrude with monkey grin and clatter 
To interrupt all serious matter f 
Arc grown the nuisance of your clan. 
Who hate and scorn you to a man : 
But then the lookers on, the tories,, 
You stDl divert with merry stories; 
They would consent that all the crew 
Were hang*d, before they'd part with you. 

BvA (ell me, Tim, upon the spot. 
By all this toil what hast thou got ? 
If tories must have all the sport, 
I fear yon*ll be disgraced at court* 

T. Got ? D— n my blood \ I frank my letters, - 
Walk to my place before my betters j, 
Apd, simple as I now stand here, 
Expect in time to be a peer- 
Got } I>— n mc ! why I got my will f 
Ke^er hold my peace, and ne*er stand still : 
I fart with twenty ladies by; 
They call me beast 5 and what care I } 
1 bravely call the tories Jacks, 
Ani sons of whores — behind their backs. 
Bot^ could! you bring me once to think » 
That when I strut, and stare, and stink» 
Bevilc and. slander, fume and storm. 
Betray, make oath, impeach, inform. 
With such a constant loyal zeal 
Tp serve inyself apd commonweal;^ 
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And fret the tori^s* soul tp deatb^ 

I did but lose my precious breatb ; 

A ad, wben I daoin my sou) tp pjbgujs *eQV 

Am, as you tell nje, bpt tbeir w^ay-piae^ 

Consume my vitals! they sball kfXQW, 

I am opt to be treated $p ; 

• rd rather hang liiys^f by half. 
Than gire those rascals c^use io laugh* 

But how, my friend, pau I endqre^ 
Once 80 renown -d. to live obscure ? 
No little boy« ^nd girjls to cry, 
*• There's nimble Tim a passing by T 
No more my dear delightf^il way tread 
Of keeping up a party hatred? 
Will none the tory dogs pursue. 
When through the streets I cry halloo? 
Must all my d — n mesl bloods and wounds ! 
Pass only ijow for. empty sounds ? 
Shall tory rascals be elected. 
Although I sweaf thecn disaffected ? 
And, when I roar, *' A plot, a pbtr* 

X Will our own party mind me not ? 
So cjualify'd to swear and lie, 
Wm they not trust me for a spy ? 

Dear MullinlK, your good advice 
i beg ; you see the case is nice ; 
p I were I eqiwi in renown. 
Like tiiee to pkase this thankless tpwu I 
Or, Uess'd with such engagi;n^ parts 
To win the tr^iimt schoolboys' hjbarts I 
Thy virtues meet their just reward, 
Attecided by tl^e s^ble guard. 
Charm'd by thy yplce, the *preotice drops 
The snow^baU 4estia*d at thy chops : 
Thy graceful steps, and colonel's air. 
Allure the cinder-picking fair^ 
• M. No more — ^in mark gf true affeclioQ^ 
I Cake tbee under mf protection -, 
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Tonr parts are-gdod^ 'tis not d^n/dj , 

I wish tbey had been Well appl)r*d. 

But BOW observe my council^ {vizj) 

Adapt your hnbit t6 yoor ftyz > 

You must no longer thus equip y6^ 

A» Horace says, ^fat cfhipfia-j 

(There*s Latin too, that you inay see 

How much improv'd by pr. — ) 

I have a coat at home^ that you may try ; 

Tis just like this, which bangs by geometry. 

My bat baa much the nicer air> 

Yoor block will ti it to a«hair : 

That wig, I wotld not for the worM 

Have It so formal, and so currd; 

Twill be so oily and so sleek. 

When I have l^in in it a week. 

You'll find it veil prepared to lake 

Tbc figure of toupee and snake/ 

Thus dress'd alike from top to toe. 

That which is which *tis hard to know *, 

When first ia publick we appear, 

rU lead tbe van, you keep the rear : 

Be careful, as you walk behind > 

Use all the talents of your mind 5 

Be studious well to imitate 

My portly motion, mien, and gait; 

Mark my adclress, and learn my style. 

When to look scornful, when to smile i 

Nor sputter out youf oaths'so fast, 

But keep your swearing to the last. 

Then at ourjeisure we'll be witty. 

And in the streets divert the city; 

The ladies from the windows gaping. 

The children all our motions apinj^. 

Your conversation to refine, 

ril take you to some friend of mine ; 

Cboicp spirits, who employ their parta 

To mend the World ty useful wii\ 
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Some cleansing hollow tubes, to spy 
Direct the zenith of the sky ; 
Some have the city in their care. 
From noxious steams to purge the air : 
Sonie teach us in these dangerous days , 
How to walk upright in our ways j 

Some whose reforming hands engage I 

To lash the lewdness of the age^ 
Some for the publick service go 
Perpetual ehVoys to and fro 5 

Whose able heads support the weight | 

Of twenty ministers of state. • ' 

We scorn, for want of talk, to jabber I 

Of parties o'er our bonny clabber; 
Nor are we studious to inquire, 

Who votes for manors, who for hire : | 

Our care is, to improve the mind I 

With what concerns all human kind ; | 

The various scenes of mortal life ; 
Who beats her husband, who his wife : 
Or how the bully at a stroke 
Knock'd down the boy, the lantern broke. 
One tells the rise of cheese and oatmeal > 
Another when he got a hot meal -, 
One gives advice in proverbs old, . 
Instructs us how to tame a scold; 
One shows how bravely Audouin dy*d. 
And at the gallows all deny*d ; I 

How by the almanack *tis clear. 
That herrings will be cheap this year. 
T. Dear MuUinix, I now lament 
My precious time so long misspent. 
By nature meant for nobler ends : 
O, introduce me to your friends ! 
For whom by birth I was design'd. 
Till politicks debased my mii;d: 
I give myself entire to you : ' 

G-^ d— ^D the wbigs and tories too ! 
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TIM» AND tHE FABLES. 

JVlY meaning will be best unraveird, 

When I pren^se that Tim has travcll'd. 

Iiv Lucas's by chance there lay 

The Fables writ by Mr. Gay. 

Urn set the volume on a table, 

Aead over here and there a fable ; 

And found, as he the pages twirl'd. 

The monkey who had seen the world : 

(For Tonson had, to help the sale, 

Prefix'd a cut to every tale.) 

The monkey was completely drest. 

The beau in all his airs exprest. 

Tim, with surprise and pleasure staring, 

Ran to the glass, ahd then comparing 

His own sweet figure with the print, 

Distinguished every feature in*t, 

The twist, the squeeze, the riimp, the fidge in all. 

Just as they look'd in the original. 

" By — ," says Tim, and let a f— t. 

This graver understood his art. 

*Tis a true copy. 111 say that for't ; 

I well remember, when I sat for't. 

My very face, at first I knew it j 

Just in this dress the painter drew it.*' 

Tim, with his likeness deeply smitten. 

Would read what underneath was written. 

The merry tale, with moral grave. 

He now began to storm and rave: 

*' The cOrsed villain ! now I see 

This was a libel meant at me : 

♦ Sec an account of Tim ift ^« The Intelligencer,'* Na, X, ?• 
VOI,. Xf. • K 
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These scribblers grow so bold of late 
Against us ministers of state I 
Such Jacobites as he deserve-— 
D— n mc! J say, they ought to starve.'* 



TOM MULLINIX AND DICK. 

1 oM and Dick had equal fame. 
And both had equal knowledge ; 

Tom could write and spell his name^ 
But Dick had seen the college. 

Dick a coxcomb, Tom was mad^ 

And both alike diverting ; 
Tom was held the merrier lad, 

But Dick the best at farting. 

Dick would cock bis nose in scorn^ 
But Tom was kind and loving j 

Tom a footboy bred aiid bcH-n, 
But Dick wafr from an oven* 

Dick could neatly dance a jig. 
But Tom was best at borees ; 

Tom would pray for every whig. 
And Dick curse all the tories. 

Dick would make a woeful aoise. 

And scold- at an eleetion ; 
Tom huzza*d the black-guard boys> 

And held them in aul^tion. 

Tom could move with lordly grace» 
Dick nimbly skipt the gutter j 

ToQB could talk with solemn face. 
But Dick could better sputter. 
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Dick was come to high renown 

Since he comtnenc'd physician ^ 
Tom was held by all the town 

'The*dceper politician. 

Tom bacj the gentceler swing. 

His hat could nicely put on | 
Dick knew better how to swing 

His cane upon a button. 

Dick for .cepartee iiras fit^ 

And Ton} for 4«ep discerning i 
Dick was thought the brighter wit> 

But Tom had better learning, 

Dick with zealous noes and ays ^ 

Could roar as loud ^s Sjtentpp^ 
In the house 'tis all he ^ays j 

But Tom is elpqaeot«r. , 



DICK, A MAGGOT, 

As when, from rooting in a bin. 
All powder'd o*er from tail to chin, 
A lively maggot sallies out. 
You know him by his haeel snout: 
So when the grandson of his grandsire 
Forth issuing wriggling, Didc Drawcansif, 
With powder'd rump and back and side. 
You cannot blanch his tawny hide 5 
For 'tis beyond the power of meal 
The gipsy visage to conceal : 
For, as he shakes his wainscot chops* 
. Down every mealy atom drops. 
And leaves the tartar pbyz in show. 
Like a fresh t — ^d just dropt on snow. 
K 2 
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CLAD ALL IN BROWN. TO DICK. 

IMITATED FROM COWtBT. 

Foulest brute that stinks below, 
* Wby in this brown dost thou appear ? 
For would' st thovi make a fouler show^ 
Thou must go naked all the yean 
Fresh from the mud a wallowing sow 
Would then be not so brown as thou. 

Tis not the coat that looks so dun» 

His hide emits a foulness out: 
Not one jot better looks the sun 
Seen ^om behind a dirty clout \ 
So t — ds within d glass enclose. 
The glass will seem as brown as those. 

Thou now one heap of foulness art, 
. All outward and within is foul \ 
Condensed filth in every part. 
Thy body*s clothed like thy soul \ 
Thy soul, which through thy hide of buff 
Scarce glimmers like a. dying snuff. 

Old carted bawds such garments wear. 

When pelted all with dirt they shine \ 
Such their exalted bodies are. 

As shriveird and as black as thine. 
If thou wert in a cart, I fear 
Thou would'st be pelted worse than they*re. 

Yet, when we see thee thus array'd. 

The neighbours think it is but just. 
That thou should'st take an honest trade, 
And weekly carry out the dust. 
Of cleanly houses who will doubt. 
When Dick cries, " Dust to carry out ?" 
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pICK^S VARIETY, 

Duti uniformity iti fools 

I hate, who gape and sneer by rulea. 

YoD, Mullinix, and 8ld>bering C , 

Who every day and hour the same arc; 

That vulgar talent I despise 

Of pissing in the rabble's eyes. 

And when I listen to the noise 

Of idiots roaring to the boys -, 

To better judgment still submitting^ 

I own I see bat little wit in ; 

Such pastimes, when our taste is nice. 

Can. please at most but oncet)r twice. 

But then consider Dick, you'll find 
His genius of superiour kind -, 
He never muddles in the dirt, 
Nor scours the streets without a siiirt; 
Though Dick, I dare presume to say. 
Could do such feats as well as they. 
Dick I could venture every where, 
liCt the Iroys pelt him if they dare, 
He*d have them try'd at the assizes 
For priests iand Jesuits in disguises ^ 
Sweaf they were with the Swedes at Bender, 
And listing troops for the pretender. 

But Dick can f— t, and dance, and frisk, 
No other monkey half so brisk ; 
Now has the speaker by the ears. 
Next moment in the house of peers ; 
Now scolding at my lady Eustace, 
Or thrashing Baby in her new stays. 
JPre^to! be gone 1 iR^ith t'other hop 
He's powdering in a barber's shopi 
&3 
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Now at the aotichamber thrusting 
His nose to get the circle just in. 
And d — ns his blood, that in the rear 
He sees one single tory there : 
Then, woe be to my lord lieutenant. 
Again he'll tell him, and again on*t. 



EPITAPH, 

ON GENERAL GORGES *, ANP LADY MEATH f* 

Under this stone lies Dick and Dolly, 
Doll dying first, Dick grew melancholy ; 
For Dick without Doll thought living a folly. 

Dick lost in Doll a wife tender and dear : 
But Dick lost by Doll twelve hundred a year; 
A loss that Dick -thought do mortal could bear, 

Dick sigh*d for his Doll, and his mournful arms croas*d \ 
Thought much of his Doll, and the jointure he lost : 
The first vex*d him much, the other vex d most. 

Thus loaded with grief, Dick sigh'd and he cried: 
To live without both full three days he tried \ 
But liked neither loss, and so quietly died. 

Dick left a pattern few will copy after 2 

Then, reader, pray shed some tears of salt water; 

For so sad a tale is no subject of laughter. 

* Of Kilbrue, in the county of Meath. F. 

t Dorothy, dDwager qf Edward, earl of Meath. She was mar- 
ried to the general in 17 1 6 ; and died April 10, lyatf. Her hus- 
band tu.vived her bHt two dayt. Ft 
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Meath smiles for the jointure, thoagh gotten so late; 
The son laugh's, that got the hard gotten estate; 
And Cuffe * grins, for getting the Alicant pldte. 

Here quiet they lie, in hopes to rise one day. 
Both solemnly put in this bole on a Sunday, 
And here rest— —^ic transit gloria mundi / 



VERSES ON I KNOW NOT WHAT, 

JMy latest tribute here I send. 
With this let your collection end. 
Thus I consign you down to fame 
A character to praise or blame : 
And if the whole may pass for true. 
Contented rest, ypu have your due* 
Give future time the satisfaction. 
To leave on^ handle for detraction. 



DR. SWIFT TO HIMSELF, 

ON SAINT CBCILIA*8 DAT. 

Qravb Dean of St. Patrick's, how comes it to pii^ss. 
That you, who know musick no more than an ass; 
That you, who so lately were writing of Drapieu, 
Should lend your cathedral to players and scrapers ? 

* John Cidflfe, of Desstrt, es^.', married the general*3 eldesi 

daaghter* F* , , ~ 
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fo act such ^uD Mp^4 oace ^n a ye^ar^ 
So offiEmive to every true protestpnt oar, 
Witb;ti:Qnipet«,aiid.ficld(ks>'aod Qrg^m, an^MRg'flgi^ 
Will sure the pretender and popery bring in. 
No protestant prelate, bis lofd^hip of gi^ace. 
Durst tbere show iiis rigbt or tilost rereumd face: 
How would k pollute <beir oraMers and radiets ! 
To Ibten to minims, and quavers, and croicHets* 

\T^e resf is %yantingJ} 



DR. SHERIDAN'S BALLAD 

Oir BALLYSPBLLIir. J728. 

AxL you that would refine your blood. 

As pure as fam'd Llewellyn, 
By waters clear, come every year. 

To drink at Ballyspellin. 

Though pox or itch your sicins enrich 
With rubies past the. telling, 

•Twill clear your skin before youVe been 
A moivtli at BatiyspeUin. 

If lady*s cheek be green as 'Jeek 

When she comes from her dwelling. 

The kindUng rose within it glowa 
When she « at Ballyierpellin. 

The sqqty.brQwn^ who comes frqm iom^i 
Grows here as fair a» Hel^n ; 

Then back she goes/ tokiU tkt iieau« 
By dint of BaSy spellln . 
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Our ladies are as fresh and fair 

As Rose, or briglit Dunkelling: 
And Mars nlight make a fair mistake. 

Were he at Bally spellin. 

We men submit as they think fit, 

And here is no rebelling : 
The reason's plain ; the ladies reign, 

The/re queens at Ballyspellin. 

By matchless charms, unconquer d arms. 

They have the way of quelling 
Such desperate foes as dare oppose 

Their power at Bailyspeilin. 

Cold water tarns to fire, and bums, 

I know, because I fell in 
A stream, which came from one bright dame 

Who drank at Ballyspellin. 

Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance. 

To bring their Anne or Nell in. 
With so much grace, I*m sure no place 

Can vie with Ballyspellin. 

No politicks, no subtle tricks. 
No man his country selling : 
We eat, we drink ; we never think 
« Ofthese at Ballyspellin. 

The troubled mind, the poft with wind, 

Do all come here pellmell in ; 
And they are sure to work their cure 

By drinking Ballyspellin. 

Though dropsy fills you to the gills. 

From chin to toe though swelling, 
four in, pour out, you canqot doubt 

A cure at Bally speUiQ. 
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Death: throws no ^ts -through all ibese pgrls^ 

No sextons jiere are knelling : 
Come, ju^ge ^nd *iy, you'll i3«v«r die, > 

But live at fiallyspdlin. 

Except you fepL darts ^ipt with ^tee}. 

Which here ar« eveiy telle in : 
When from tiieir ejres ^eet ruin Hies, 

We die at BaIl7^pellin• 

Good cheer. 3weet air^ nauch joj^ no care. 
Your sight, .your taste, your smelling. 

Your ears, your touch, transported much 
£ach day at £ally<f)ellin. 

Within this ground we all sleep sovind, 
' No noisy dogs a-yelling j 
Except ^ou wake, for C^elia's sake, 
All night at Ballyspellin. 

There all yoo see, both he and sbe^ 

No lady keeps her qell in ; 
But all p^rt^e t^lie oiirih we isak^. 

Who drink at Bally^ellin. 

My rhymes are gqpe 5 I think I've aon^. 

Unless I should bring Hell in ; 
But, since Vm htxc to HeaV'ep so near, 

I can't at Ballyspellin ! 
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ANSWER. BY DR. SWIFt. 

Dare jou dispute^ you saucy kruta^ 

And think there's no refeUiog 
Your scurvy lays^ and saoselasa praise 

You give to Ballyspellin ? 

Howe ef you flouoce, t hero i^oBounoe^ 

Your medicine is rapeUtngj 
Your water's mud> and sours the Uood 

When drunk at Ballyspellin. 

Those pocky drabs^ to cure their scaba. 

You thither are coaipelliogy 
Wiy back be sent worse than they weQt» 

From nasty Ballyspellin. 

Llcwllyh why? As well may I 

Name honest doctor Peilin } 
So hard sometimes you tug for rbyaies^ 

To bring in Ballyspellin. 

No subject fit to tty your wit> 

When you went coloBelling; 
But dull intrigues 'twixt jadea and teagues, 

You met at Ballyspellin. 

Our lasses fair, say what you dare. 
Who sowins make with shelling. 

At Market-hill more beaux can kill. 
Than yours at Ballyspdlin. 

Would I was whipt, when Sheclah stript. 

To wash herself oyr well in 5 
A bum so white ne'er came in sight ' 

At paltry Ballyspellin. 
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Your mawkins there smocks hempen wear; 

Of Holland not an ell in. 
No, not a rag, whate'er you brag, . 

Is found at fiallyspellin. 

But Tom will prate at any rate. 

All other nymphs expelling ; 
Because he gets a few grisettes 

At lousy Ballyspellin. 

There's bonny Jane, in yonder lane. 

Just o'er against the Bell inn j 
Where can you meet a lass so sweet. 

Bound all your Ballyspellin ? 

We have a girl deserves an earl 5 

She camic from Enniskellin : 
So fair^ so young, no such among 
. Th& belles of BallyspelHn, 

How would you stare, to see her there. 

The foggy mists dispelling. 
That cloud the brows of every blowsc 

Who lives at Ballyspellin 1 

Now, as I live, I would not give 

A stiver or a skellin. 
To towse and kiss the fairest miss 

That leaks at Ballyspellin. 

Whoever will raise such lies as these 

Deserves si good cudgelling : 
Who falsely boasts of belles and toasts 

At dirty Ballyspellin. 

My rhymes are gone to all but one, ^ 
Which IS, our trees are felling ; 

As proper quite as those you write, 
To force in Ballyspellin. 
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'PA RO DY 

ON A, CHARACTER OF JDEAN SM£DL«7« 
WRITTEN IN LATIN BY HIMSELF *» 

1 HE very reverend dean Smedley, 
Of dullness, pride, conceit, a medley. 
Was equally allow'd to shine 
As poet, scholar, and divine; 
With godliness could well dispense. 
Would be a rake, but wanted senses 
Would strictly after Truth inquire. 
Because he dreaded to come nigh her. 

♦INSCRIPTION, 

BY OXAN SMBDLKY. l^igp 

Reverend US Decanui, Jovathak SMSOtftr^ 

Theologia instructus, in Poesi exercitatut, 

" Politioribus exctiltu$ literis ; 

Farce plus, impius miftime; 

Veritatis Indagator, Libertatis Assertor; 

9ubsannatus multis, fastiditus qulbusdam, 

Exoptatus plurimis, omnibus amicus, 

AuctOT hujus sententix, Patres sunt vmtvlx. 

Per laudem ct vitaperium, per faxnam at<|ue infamtam j 

ITtramque fortunam, variosque expertus ca^us, 

Mente sana, sano corpore, volens, Iztusque, 

Lustrls plus quam xi numeratis, 

Ad rem faniiliarem restaurandam augendamque, 

£t ad Kvangelium Isdos inter Orientales prxdicandum, 

Grev/e, idibus Februarli, navem asc^dens, 

Arcemque.5(W<fi petens Ceorgii, voxoA^ per aquinoxiuro. 

Anno ^rs Chiistians mdccxxvxix, 

Trdnsfretavit, 
Fata vocaat— revocentque prccamur. 
tot, XI. X, 
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For Liberty no champion bolder. 

He hated bailififs at his shoulder. 

.To half the world a standing jest, 

A perfect nuisance to the. rest i 

From many (and we may believe him) 

Had the best wishes they could give hin^« 

, To all mankind a constant friend, 
Provided they had cash to lead. 
One thing he did before he went hence^ 
He left us a l^oonick sentence* 
By cutting of bis phrase, apd trimmings 
To prove That bishops were old women. 
Poor Envy durst liot show her phiz. 
She was so terrified at hh. 
He waded,' without any shapie. 
Through thick and thw to get a name. 
Tried evtry sharping tric^ for brqad. 
And afteir all he seldom sped. 

—When Fortune favoured, he was nicei 
He never once would cqg the dice : 
But, if she turh*d against his play. 
He knew to stop a guatre trots, 
Noy^ sound in ipind, and sound in cQTfus:^ 
(Says he) though swelld like any porpoise. 
He hies from hence at forty-four 
(But bjr his leave he sjnks a score) 
To the East Indies, there to cheat. 
Till he can purchase an estate; 
Where, after he has fiird his chest, 
He*ll mount his tub, and preach his best. 
And plainly prove, by dint of tej^t. 
This world is his, and theirs the next. 
Lest that the reader should not know 
The bank where last he set his toe, , 
"Twas Greenwich. There he tooK a shipi 
And gaye his creditors the slip. 
But lest chronology should vary,^ 
Upon the ides of February, 
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In seventeen hundred eight and twentjr. 
To Fort St. Grcorge a pedlar went he. 
Ye Fates, when all he gets is spent» 

RbTURN him BBGOA& AS HB WBNT! 



I^AtFLaSj AN EPIGRAM. 

BY MB«U^D8AY*. 

Duhlint Sift. 7^ 172^. 

/'A SLAVE to Ctx>wd8y scorched with the samoiet^t 

*' heats, 
'< In courts the wretched lawyer toils and sWeatS| 
** While smiling Nature, ixi her hest attire» 
«* Regales each sense, and Vernal joys inspire* 
''-Can he, who knows (hat real good should ^ease, 
«' Barter for gold Ibis liberty and ca^ ?*'—- ; 
Thus Faulus preach*d:«-When, entering at the door. 
Upon his board the client pours the ore: 
He grasps the shining gift> pores o'er the cause^ 
Forgets the sun, and dozes on the laws. 

* A polite and elegant scholar; at that time an eminent pleader 
at the bar in Dublin, and afterward advanced to be one of the 
justices of the eoniinon |fleas.» H* 
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THE ANSWER. BY DR. SWIFT, 

Lindsay mistakes the matter quite. 
And honest Paulus judges right. 
Then, why these quarrels to tlie sun, 
Without whose aid you*re all undone ? 
Did Paulus e*er complain of sweat? 
Did Paulus e*er the sun forget ; 
The influence of whose golden beams 
Soon licks up all unsavoury steams ? 
The sun, you say, his face has kiss*d : 
It has ; but then it greas'd his fist. 
True lawyers, for the wisest ends. 
Have always been Apollo*s friends. 
Not for his superficial powers 
Of ripening fruits, and gilding flowers ; 
Not for inspiring poets' brains 
With pennyless and starveling strains; 
Not for his boasted healing art ; 
Not for his skill to shoot the dart ; 
Nor yet because he sweetly fiddles ; 
Nor for his prophecies fa riddles : 
But for a more substantial cause—- 
Apollo*s patron of the laws; 
Whom Paulus ever must adore. 
As parent of the golden ore. 
By Phoebus, an incestuous birth. 
Begot upon his grandam £arth ; 
By Phcebus first produc*d to light : 
By Vulcan form*d so round and bright : 
Then ofler*d at the shrine of Justice, 
By clients to her priests and trustees* 
Nor, when we see Astraea stand 
With even balance in her hand. 



TO BOt. LINDSAY. Il3 

Must we suppose she has in view^ 
HoW to give, every man bis duej 
Her scales you see her only hold> 
To weigh her priests* the lawyers* gold. 

Now, should I own your case was grievous, 
Poor sweaty Paulus> who'd believe us ? 
Tis very true, &nd none denies^ 
At least, that such complaints are wiset 
*Tis wise, no doubt, as clients fat you more* 
To cry, like statesmen, Quanta fatimuri 
But, since the truth must needs be stretched. 
To prove that lawyers are so wretched 5 
This paradox I'll undertake. 
For Paulus' and for Lindsay's sake ; 
By topi&k^, which> though I abomine *em> 
May serve as argument ad hommem: 
Yet \ disdain to offer those 
Made use of by detracting foes^ 

I own, the curses of mankind 
Sit light upon a lawyer's mind : 
The clamours of ten thousand tongues 
Break not his rest^ nor hurt his lungs t 
1 own, hi^ conscience always free> 
(Provided he has got his fee) 
Secure of constant peace within^ 
He knows no guilt, who knows no sin. 

Yet well they merit to be pitied. 
By clients always overwitted. 
And though the Gospel seems to say. 
What heavy burdens lawyers lay 
Upon the shoulders of their neighbour, 
Npr'lend a finger to their labour. 
Always for saving their own bacon ^ 
No doubt, the text is here mistaken : 
The copy's false, the sense is rack'd ; 
To prove it, I appeal to fact 5 
And thus by demonstration show 
What burdens lawyers undergo. 
1.3 
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\Vith early. clients at his door^ 
Though he was drank the night before. 
And cropsick with unclubb'd>for wine. 
The wretch must be at court by nine ; 
Half sunk beneath his briefs and 'bag. 
As ridden by a midnight bag : 
Then, from the bar, harangues the bencb> 
In English vile, and viler French, 
And Latin, vilest of the three) 
And all for poor teo moidores fee! 
Of paper how is he profuse. 
With periods lodg, in terms abstruse! 
What pains he takes to be prolix ! 
A thousand lines to stand for six ! 
Of common sense without a word in I 
And is not this a grievous burden ? 

The lawyer is a common drudge. 
To fight our cause before the judge ! 
And, what is yet a greater curse, 
Condemn d to bear his client^s purse; 
While he, at ease, secure and light, 
Walks boldly home at dead of night ^ ^ 
When term is. ended, leaves the town. 
Trots to his country mansion down ; 
And, disencumbered of his load. 
No danger dreads upon the road; 
Despises rapparees, and rides 
Safe through the Newry mountains sides. 

Lindsay, 'ds you have set me on. 
To state this question />n> and con. 
My satire may offend, 'tis true j 
However, it concerns not you. 
I own, there tnay, in every clan, ^ 
Perhaps, be found one honest man ; 
Yet link them -close ^^ in4hi$ they jump» 
To be but rascals in the lump* 
Imagine Lindsay at the bar,^ 
He's much the sarpe his brethren aroi 
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Well taught by practice to imbibe 

The fundamentals of his tribe : 

And^ iu bis client*s just defence. 

Must deviate oft from common sense; 

And make his ignorance discerned, 

To get the name of council learned 

(As lucus C9mes a mn iticendo)^ 

And wisely do as other men do: 

But shift him to a better scene. 

Among his'crew of rogues in grain; . ' 

Surrounded with companions fit, 

To taste his humour, sense, and wit ; 

You'd swear he never took a fee. 

Nor knew in law his A, B, C. 

*Tis hard, where dullness ovef^rules, 
To keep good sense in crowds of fools. 
And we admire the man, who saves 
His honesty in crowds of knaves; 
Nor yields up virtue, at discretion. 
To villains of his own profession. 
Lindsay, you know what pains you take 
In both, yet hardly save your stake ; 
And will you venture both anew. 
To sit among that veijal crew. 
That pack of mimick legislators, 
Abandoned, stupid, slavish praters! 
For, as the rabble daub and rifle 
The fool who scrambles for a trifle 5 
"Who for his pains is cuff*d and kick'd. 
Drawn through, the dirt, his pockets pick'd; 
You must expect the like disgrace,. 
Scrambling with rogues to get a place; 
Must lose the honour you have gain'd. 
Your numerous virtues foully stain*d; 
Disclaim for ever all pretence 
To common honesty and sense ; 
And join in Jfriendship with a strict tyc, 
To M— i, C— y, and Dick Tigbe. 
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a dialogue, between an jeminent 
' Lawyer*, and dr. Jonathan swift. 

d.s.p.d. in allusion to horace> 

book ii. sat. l 

** Sant quibtts in Satit-a,** StCi 
WRITTEN BT. MR. LINDSAY, IN ]7^« / 

DR. SWIFT. 

Since the»*e are persons who complain 

There s tCb much satire in my vein ^ - 

That I am ofteh found exceeding 

iThe rules of rjiillery and breeding j 

With too much freedom treat my betters, . 

Not jsparing even men of letters : 

Vou, who are skill'd in lawyers* lore, 

What's your advice ? Shall I give o'et ? 

Nor ever fools or knaves expose 

Either in verse or humourous prose ; 

And to avoid all future ill. 

In my scrutoite lock up my quil > 

LAWYER. 

Since you are pleas*d to condescend 
To ask the judgtncnt of a frieAd, 
Your case consider*d, I must think 
You should withdraw fi^Dm p^n and ink. 
Forbear your poetry and jokes, 
And live like other Christian folks ; 
Or, if the Muses nlust inspire 
Your fancy with their pleasing fire, 

*^Mr.LiAdMy. F« . 
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Take subjects safer for your wit 
Than those on which you lately writ. 
Commend the times, your thoughts correct^ 
And fojlow the prevailing sect ; 
Assert that Hyde, in writing story. 
Shows all the malice of a tory; 
While Burnet, in his deathless page. 
Discovers freedom without rage. 
To Woolston recommend oqr youtbj 
For learning, probity, and truth j 
That noble genius, who unbinds 
The chains which fetter freeborn minds; 
Eedeems us from the slavish fears 
Which lasted near two thousand years 3 
He can alone the priesthood humble^ 
Make gilded spires and altars tumble. 

DR. SWIfT. 

Must. I commend against my conscienoe 
Such stupid blasphemy and nonsense ) 
To such a subject tune my lyre. 
And sing like one of Milton's choir. 
Where devils to a vale retreat. 
And call the laws of Wisdom Fate, 
X^ament upon their hapless fall. 
That Force free Virtue should enthrall ? 
Or shall the charms of Wealth and Power 
Make me pollute the Muses bower ? 

LAWYEB. 

As from the tripod of ApoP.o, 
Hear from my desk the words that follow : 
*^ Some, by philosophers misled. 
Must honour you alive and de^d 5 
And such as know what Greece has writ, 
Must taste your irpny and wit i 
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While most that are, or would be great* 
Must dread your pen, your person hate> 
And you on Drapier s hill must lie* 
And there without a mitre die/* 



ON BURNING A DULL POEM. 1^29. 

An ass's hoof alone can hold 

Thatj>olsoh6tis juice, which kills by cold. 

Methooght, when I this poem tead. 

No vessel but ah ass's head 

Such frigid fustian could contain -, 

1 mean, the head without the brain* 

The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts. 

Went ^own like stupifying dSraughts: 

I found my head began to swim, 

A numbness crept through every limb* 

In haste, with imprecations dire, 

I threw the volume iti the fire : 

When (who could think ?) though cold as ice^ 

It burnt to ashes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its .fame ? 
Though born in snow, it dy*d iaibmae* x 
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ON PADDY'S CHARACTER OF THE 
INTELLIGENCER *. 1729. 

As a thorn bos|»f-<jr<?aken bought 
Stuck in an Irish cabinV brow, 
Above the ^oor, on. country fair. 
Betokens entertain mejn there 5 
So bays on poets* brows have been 
Set, for a sign of wit within. 
And, as ill neighbours in the night 
Pull down an alehouse bush for spite i 
The laurel so, by poets worn,' 
1$ by the teeth of Envy torn ; 
]Pnvy, a canker-worm, which tears 
I'hose Sacred leaves that lightning spares. 

And now t* exeniplify this moral : 
Tom having earn d a twig of laurel, 
(Which, measur'd on his head, was fouai , 
Not long enough to i^sach half round, 
put, like a girVs cockade, was ty*4a 
A trophy, on his temple-side) 
Faddy repin*d to see hin^ weai* 
This badge of honour in h}s hair ; 
And, thinking this cockade of wit 
Would his own tenjples better fit, 
Forming his Muse by Smedley*s models 
J-ets drive at Tonic's devoted noddle, 

^ Dr* Sheridan was publiiher of the <f Intelligencer,*^ II weeMy 
jpaper, written principally by himself) but Dr. Swift occasionally 
•ttpf^kd hiffl with a letter. Dr. Ddany, piqued at the approbation 
fhose^fapers received^ attacked- them violently both in i;onversa* 
tipn and i|i print } but unfortunately stumbled on some of the 
numbers which the Dean had written, and ^11 the yratH admired i 
Hrhich gave rise to these verses, H* 
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Felts him by turns with verse and prosc» 
Hums like a hornet at his nose. 
At length presumes to vent his satire on 
Tlje Dean, Tom*s honoured friend and patron; 
The eagle in the tale^ ye know» 
Teas*d by a buzzing wasp beiow> 
Took wing to Jove, and hop'd to rest 
Securely in the thundcrer*« breast f 
In vain 3 even there, to spoil bis nod> 
The spiteful insect ^tang the god. 



AN EPISTLE TO HIS EXCELLENCY 
JOHN LORD CARTERET. 

BY BR. DELANY, ^7^9- 

•' Cre4w ob hoc, mc, Pastor, opes fortasse rogare. 
Propter quod, valgus, crassaque turba rogat.*' 

Mart. £plg. lib. ix. 

Thou wise and learned ruler of our isle, 
;. Whose guardian care can all her griefs beguile -, 
When next your generous soul shall condescend 
' T' instruct or entertain your humble friend ; 
Whether, retiring from your weighty charge. 
On some high theme you learnedly enlarge ; 
Of all the ways of wisdom reason well, 
How Richlieu rose, and bow Sejanus fell : 
Or, when your brow less thoughtfully unbends, 
Circled with Swift and some delighted friends j 
When, mixing mirth and wisdom with your wine. 
Like that your wit shall fioW; your genius shine j . 
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Not With less praise the conversation gaide« 
Than in the pyblick councils you decide : 
Or when the Dean» long privileged to rail, 
Asserts his friend with more impetuous zeal ; 
You hear (whiht I sit by abashed and mute) 
With soft concessions shortening the dispute ; 
iThen close with kind inquiries of my state, 
*• How are your tithes, and have they rose of late? 
Why, Christ Church is a pretty situation, 
There are not many better in the nation ! 
This, with your other things, must yield you clear 
Some six«-at least five hundred pooilds a year.*' 

Suppose, at such a time, I took the freedom 
To speak these truths as plainly as you read 'emi 
You shall rejoin, my Lord, when Tve replied^ 
And, if you please, my Lady shall decide : 

** My Lord, I*m satisfied you meant me well : 
And that Vm thankful, all the world can tell : 
But you'll forgive jne, if I own th' event 
Is short, is very short, of your intent ; 
At least, I feel some ills unfelt before. 
My income less, and my expenses more." 
- *' How, Doctor! double vicar t double rector! 
A dignitary 1 with a city lecture .1 
/What glebes-— what dues— what tithes^— what fines 

—what rent! 
Why, Doctor l-^-will you never be content ?" 
'* Would my good Lord but cast up the account. 
And see to what my revenues amount -, 
My titles ample -, but my gain so small. 
That one good vicarage is worth them all : 
And very wretched sure is he, that's double 
In nothing but his titles ai^d his trouble. 
Add to this crying grievance, if you please. 
My horses founder'd on Fermanah ways -, 
Ways of well-polish'd and well-pointed stone. 
Where every step endangers every bone j* 

VOL. XI. M 
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And, more to raise yoor pity and your wonder. 
Two churches — twelve Hibernian miles asunder! 
With complicated cures, I labour hard in. 
Beside whole summers absent from my garden !-« 
But that the world would think i play*d the lbol» 
I'd change with Charley Grattan for his sdiool *— ^ 
What fine cascades, what vistoes, might I make. 
Fixt in thie centre of th* lemian lake! 
There might I sail delighted, smooth and safe. 
Beneath the conduct of my good sir Ralph f: 
There's not a better steerer in the realm; 
I hope, my Lord, youll call him to the hdm.*'— 

*' Doctor— a glorious scheme to ^sc your grief! 
When cures are cross, a school's a sure relief. 
You cannot fail of being haj)py there. 
The lake will be the Lethe of your care : 
The scheme is for }'our honour and your ease,; 
And, Doctor, I'll promote it when you please. 
Meanwhile, allowing things below your merit. 
Yet, Doctor, J-ouVe a pbilosophick spirit ; 
Your wants are few, and, like your income, stnall. 
And you've enough to gratify them all : 
You've trees, and fruits, and roots, enough in store: 
And what would a philosopher have more? 
You cannot wish for coaches, kitchens, cooks— >" * 

*' My Lord, I've not enough to buy me books— ^ 
Or pray, suppose my wants were all supplied. 
Are there no wants I should regard beside ? 
Whose breast is so unmann*d, as not to grieve^ 
Compasp^d with miseries he can't relieve ? 
Who can be happy — ^who should wish to live^ 
And want the godlike happiness to give ? 
That I'm a judge of this, you must allow: 
J had it once-^and I'm debaii'F'd it now. 

* A freeschool at InniskiUen, founded by Erasmnt Snutli^ ei^ 
See Journal qd Stella, March 29^ 1713. N. 
I ^r Raljth Core, who had a vUl.^ in the lake of Ena. F« 
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A^k your own heart, my Lord; ^if thUb^ trae> 
Then I|Ow unblest am I ! how blest are youl" 

" Tis true^^but* Doctor, let us wave all that-* 
Say, if you had your wish, what you'd be at." 

*' Excuse me, gbod my Lord — I won't be sounded^ 
Nor shall yonr favour by my wants be bounded. 
My Lord, I, challenge nothing as my due^ 
Nor is it fit I should prescribe to youi 
Yet tbisr might Symmachus himself avow, 
(Whose rigid rules * are antiquated now)— - 
My Lord ! I'd wbh to pay the debts I owe—^ 
rd wisti besides-^to build, and to bestow*'* 



AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPIStLE 

FROM A CERTAIN DOCTOR 

TO A CERTAlJj GREAT LORD. 

BEINO A CHRISTMAS-SOX t6n I^R. DELANt. 

As Jove will not attend on Icss^ 
When things of more importance press $ 
You can% grave sir, believe it hard. 
That you, a low Hibernian bard, ^ 

Should cool your heels a while, and wait 
Unanswered at your patron's gate; 
And would my lord vouchsafe to grant 
This one^ poor, humble boon I want^ 
Free leave to play his secretigry. 
As f alstaff acted old king Harry; 

* Symimchus bishop of Rome, 499, made a decree, thtt nd 
man should stflitit for ecclesiastical ^refcrtneoCy before the death 
of the incmnbent. ti* 

U2 
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rd tell of yours in rhime and print; 
Folks shrug, and cry, " There's nothing in't.* 
And, after several readings over, 
It shines most in the marble cover. 

How could so fine a taste dispense 
With mean degrees of wit and sensol 
Nor will my lord so far beguile 
The wise and learned of our isle ; 
Ta make it pass upon the nation. 
By dint of his sole approbation. 
The task is arduous, patrons find. 
To warp the sense of all mankind : 
Who think your Muse mu^t iirst aspire* 
Ere he advance the doctor higher. 

YouVe cause to say be meant you well : , 
That you are tbankAil, who can tell ? 
For still you^re short (which grieves your Sj^ixit} 
Of his intent ; you mean, your merit* 

Ah ! quanto rectiuSy iu adepte, 
^id nilnfqHrls tarn tneftef 
Smedley, thou Jonathan of Clogher, 
•* When thou thy bumble lay dost offer 
To* Grafton's grace, with grateful heart. 
Thy thanks and verse devoid of art : 
Content with what his bounty gave. 
No larger inoome dost thou crave." 

But yqu must have oascades, and aU 
Ierne*8 lake, for your canal. 
Your vistoesi barges, apd (a pox. on 
All pride 1) our speaker fof your coi^on? 
It's pity that 6e can't bestow you 
Twelve coqamoners in ^aps to row you* ' 
,Thas Edgar proud, in days of yore. 
Held monarchs labouring at the oar; 
And, as he pass d, so swell'd the Dee, 
£nrag*d, as Srn would do at thee. 

, How different is this from Smedley^ 
(^ uame is U|>, he ma^ xvi be4 4ic^ ' 
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^ Who only 38ks some pretty cure> 
tn wholesome soil and bther pure $ 
The garden stored with artless flowers^ 
In either angle shady bowers : 
Ko gay parterre with costly green 
Must in the ambient hedge be seen ^ 
But Nature frdely takes her course. 
Nor fears from him ungrateful force i 
No sheers to check her sprouting vigour. 
Or shape the yews to antick figure. 

But you forsooth your all must squander 
On that poor spot, caird Dell-ville^ yonder: 
And when you've been at vast expenses 
In whims, parterres, canals, and fences^ 
Your assets iail> and cash is wanting ; 
Nor farther buildings, farther planting 2 
No wonder, whetl you raise and level. 
Think this wall low, and that wall beveL 
Here a convenient box you found. 
Which you ciemolish'd to the ground : 
Then built, then took up with your arbour^ 
And set the house to Rupert Barber. 
You sprang an arch, which, in a scurvy 
Humour, you tumbled topsyturvy.. 
You change a circle to a square. 
Then to a circle as you were : 
Who can ioaagine whence the fund is. 
That you quadrata change rotundis ^ 

To Fame a temple you erect, 
A Flora does the dome protect; 
Mounts, walks, on high i and in a hollow 
You place the Moses and Apollo -, 
There shining 'midst his train, to grace 
Your whimsical poetick place. 

These stories were of old design'd 
As fables : but you have refin*d 
The poets* mythologick dreams. 
To real Muses, gods^ and streams^ 

m3 ^ 
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Who would not swear, when you contrive thtfl^ 
That you're don Quixote rediviros i 

Beneath, a diy canal there lies^ 
Which only Winter's rain supplies* 
O I couldst thou, by some magick spd]. 
Hither convey St. Patrick's well ! 
Here may it reassume its stream. 
And take a greater Patrick's name! 

If your expenses rise so high ; 
What income can your wants supply I 
Yet still your fancy you inherit 
A fund of such superiour merit. 
That you can t fail of more provision. 
All by my lady*s kind decision* 
For, the more livings you can Ush up. 
You think youll sooner be a bishop ; 
That could not be my lord's intent^ 
Nor can it answer the event. 
Most think what has been heaped on yoa 
To other sort of folk was due: • ' 

Howards too great for your ^m^flams. 
Epistles, riddles, epigrams. 

Though now your depth must not be sounded. 
The time was, when you'd have compoaQdeA 
For less than Charley Grattao's school? 
Five hundred pound a year's no fool ! 

Take this advice then from your firiead, ^ 
To your ambition put an end. 
Be frugal, Pat: pay what you owe. 
Before you bmld and you bestow. 
Be modest; nor address your betters 
With beggingi vain, familiar letters. 

A passage may be found *, Fve heardi 
In som^ old Greek or Latian bard, 
W^ich says; '* Would crows in silence eat 
Their offals, or their better meat, 

^Kor. l!b.l« ^xviU 



Their generous feeders Qot provoking 
Sy loud and unharmonious croaking^ 
They might, unhurt by Envy's claws, 
live 00, and siitf lo bocxt theii m^wsr 
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OH TSi R^VEftEND DB« DELANYi AND HiS EXCE&* 
lEVCr JOHK ioEP CARTEJU.T.. X/^Si* 

X)elvde{i moftak, whom the great 

Choose for companions /£V^-^-/^/<i 

Who at thdr diiHiers, mfanalhf 

Get leave to sit whene'er you will \ 

Then boasting tell us where you din'd^ 

And how his lordship wa» so kind > 

How many pleasant tlungs he spoke; 

And how you lai^gh'd at every joke a 

Swear he's a oioftt facetious man \ 

That you and he are cap and cas : 

You travel with a heavy load» 

And ^ite mistake preferment's road. 
Suppose my lord and you alone ; 

Hint the least interest of jrour own. 

His visiage drops* he knits his brow» 

He caonpt talk of business now : 

Or, mention but a vacant post. 

He'll turn it off with '< Name. your toast v" 

Kor could the nicest artist piaint 

A countenance wi^h more constraint. 
. For, as their appetites to quenth» 

Lords keep a pimp to brin^ a wencbi 
■ €o men of wit, are but a kind . 

Of pandars to a vicious mind \ 
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Wbo proper objects must provide 
To'gratify their last of pride. 
When, wearied with intrigues of state^ 
They find an idle hour to prate. 
Then, shall you dare to ask a places 
You forfeit all your patron's grace* 
And disappoint the sole design, 
JFbr which he summoned you to dine. 

l^us Congreve spent in writing plays* 
And one poor office, half hb days : 
, While Montague, who daim'd the station 
To be Maecenas of the tlation, 
For^^oets open table kept. 
But ne*er consider*d where they slept : 
Himself as rich as fifty J^ws, . 
Was easy, though they wanted shoes ; 
And crafty Congreve scarce could spare 
A shilling to discharge his chair : 
Till pruiknce taught him to appeal 
From Paean's fire to party seal j 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his later scene* 
Took proper principles to thri^ ; 
And so might every dunce alive *. 

Thus Steele, who own'd what othexs writ. 
And flourish'd by imputed wit^ 
Froni perils of a hundred jails. 
Withdrew to starve^ and die in Wales. 

Thus Gay, the hare with many friends^ 
Twice seven long years the court attends : 
Who, under talcs conveying tralh. 
To virtue formed a princely youth fs 

* This picture is unfait and oyercharged ; for the honour tH 
Government, Congreve had several good places coafeired on Jlim* 
and, in the latter pvt of his days, enjoyed an affluent fortune ) biiC 
it was when he had disclaimed authorship, and chose to be coa- 
lidered as a private gentleman, as he told Voltaire* H. 

t WaJiam duke of Cumberland, son to Gcorac XI. K^ ' 
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Who paid his courtship with the crowds 
As {2iT as modest pride allow'd; 
Hejects a seryile usher's place. 
And leaves St, James*8 in disgrace. 

Thus Addison^ hj lords carest^ 
Was left in foreign lands distrest ; 
Forgot at home^ became for hire 
A travelling tutor to a squire : 
But wisely left the Muses' hill^ 
To business shap'd the poet> quill> 
Let all his barren laurels fade» 
Took up himself the courtier's trade, 
Andy grown a minister of state. 
Saw poets at bis levee wait 

Hail, happy, Pope 1 whose generous mindi 
Detesting all the statesman kind; 
Contemning courts, at courts unseen, 
Befus'd the visits' of a queen. 

A soul with every virtue fraught. 

By sages, priests, or poets taugikt^ 

Whose tilial piety excels 

Whatever Grecian story tells j 

A genius for all stations fit. 

Whose paeanest talent is his wit : 

His heart too great, though fortune little* 

To lick a rascal statesman's spittles 

Appealing to the nation's taste. 

Above the reach of want is plac*d : 

By Homer dead was taught to thrive^ 

Which Homer never could alive; 

And sits aloft oa Pindus' bead. 

Despising slaves that cringe for bread. 
True politicians only pay 

For solid work, but not for play : 

Nor ever choose to work with tools 

Forg'd up in colleges and scbods* . 

Consider how much more is due 

To aU their journe jn^^ than y» :^ 



13Q fiW^^iPT*8 poiMfli. 

At table you can Horace quote } 
They at a pinch can bribe a vote : 
You show your skill in Grecian story; 
But they can manage whig and tory t 
You, as a critick^ are so curious 

' To find a verse in Virgil s^tilridUS i 
But they can smoke the deep designs. 
When Bolingbroke with Pulteney dines. 
Besides, your patron may upbraid ye» 
That you have got a place already } 
An office for your talents fit. 
To flatter, oarve, and show your wit ; 
To snuff the lights and stir the fire. 
And get a dinner for your hire. 
"What claim have you to place or pension ? 
He overpays in condescension. 

But, reverend doctor^ you we know 
Could never condescend so low^ 
The viceroy, whom you now attend, 
Would, if he durst* be more your friend ; 
Nor will in you those gifts despise. 
By which himself was taught to rise t 

' When he has virtue to retire^ 

Hell grieve he did not raise you higher. 
And place you in a better station, 
Although it. might have pleas*d the nation. 

This may be trae-Hiubmitting still 
To Walpole's more than royal will; 
And what conditioH can be worse ? 
He comes to drain a beggar*s purse ; 
He comes to tie our chains on faster, ' 
And show us England is our master: 
Caressing knaves, and dunces wooing, 
To make them work their own undoing. 
What has he else to bait hit traps. 
Or bring his vermin in, but scraps ? 
The oflais of a church distrest; 
A hungry vicarage at best; . 
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Or some r^Doote inferiour post. 
With forty pounds a year at toost ? 

But here 9gaih you interpose— 
Your favourite lord is none of those 
Who owe their virtues to their stations^ 
And characters to dedications : 
For, keep him in, or turn him out. 
His learning none will call in doubt | v 

His learning, though a poet said it 
Before a play, wooki \ose no credit) 
Nor Pope would dare deny him wi^. 
Although to praise it Plulips writ. 
I own, he hates an action base. 
His virtues battling with his place ^ 
Nor wants a nice discerning spirit 
Betwixt a true and spuriotis merit; 
Can sometidies drop a voter's claim. 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the itaiofit that friendship can; 
I hate the viceroy, love the man. 

But you, who, till your fortane*s made,i 
Must b^ a sweetener by your trade. 
Should swear he never meant us ill; 
We suffef sore against his will -, 
That, if we could but see his heart, 
He would have chose a milder part : 
We rather should lament his case. 
Who must obey, or lose his place. 

Since t)ais reflection sUpt your p^n,^ 
Insert it when you write again : , 
And, to illustrate it, produce 
This simile for his excuse : 

" So to destroy a ffuilty land 
An * angel sent by Heaven's command. 
While he obeys almighty will, 
perhaps may feel compassion still ; 

• c< So when an sui^l by divine command,^* 8lc» ^ . 
Addison's Campugn* 
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And wish the task had been assigned 
To spirits of less gentle kind.*' 

Sut I, in politicks growh old. 
Whose thoughts are of a different moukl. 
Who from my soul sincerely hate 
Both kings and ministers of state; 
Who look on courts with stricter eyes 
To see the seeds of vice arise ; 
Can lend you an allusion fitter. 
Though flattering knaves may call it bitter | 
Which, if you durst but give it place, 
Would show you many a statesman's face : 
' Fresh from the tripod of Apollo, 
I had it in the words that follow ; 
Take notice, to avoid offence, 
I here except his excellence : 

'' So, to effect his monarch's ends. 
From Hell a viceroy devil ascends; 
His budget with corruptions cramm'd. 
The contributions of the damn*d ; 
Which with unsparing hand he strowa 
Through courts and senates as he goes ; 
And then at Beelzebub's black ball. 
Complains his budget was too small.** 

Your simile may better shine 
In verse; but there is truth in mine.* 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings : 
And statesmen, by ten thousand odds. 
Are angels, just as kings are gods. 
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TO DR.DELANY, 

ON THB LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINSt HtM. 

*' — Tanti tibi non sit opaci 

Omnis arena Tagi.'* Juy, 

As some raw youth In country bred> 

To arms by thirst of honour led. 

When at a skirmish first he hears 

The bullets whistling round his ears. 

Will duck his head aside, will start. 

And feel a trembling at his heart. 

Till 'scaping oft without a wound 

Lessens the terrour of the sound 3 

Fly bullets now as thick as hops. 

He runs into a cannon's chops. 

An author thus^ who pants for fame. 

Begins the world with fear and shame > 

When first in print you see him dread 

Each popgan levell'd at his head ; 

The lead yon critick's quill contains^ 

Is destin*d to beat out his brains : 

A $ if be heard loud thunders roll. 

Cries, Lord, have mercy on his soul ! 

Concluding, that another shot 

Will strike him dead upon the spot. 

But, when with squibbing, flashings popping^ 

He cannot see one creature dropping j 

That, missing fire, or missing aim, 

His4ife is safe, I mean hb fame 3 

The danger past, takes heart of grace. 

And looks a critick in the face. 

Though splendour gives the fairest maik 
To poison d arrows in the dark, 

VOL. XI. N 
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Yet, in yourself when smootb and rounds 
I'hey glance asjde without a wound, 

*Tis saidy the gods try'd all their art. 
How pain they might from pleasure part : 
But little could their strength avail ; 
Both still are fasten d by tbe tailj 
Thus fame and censure^ with a tether 
By fate are always link'd together. 

Why will you aim to be preferred 
In wit before the common herd ; 
And yet grow mortify d and vex*d. 
To pay the penalty annex d ? 

Tis eminence makes cnyy rise: 
> As fairest fruits attract the flies. 
Should stupid libels grieve your mind» 
You soon a remedy may find i 
Lie down obscure like other folks 
Below the lash of snarlers* jokes. 
Their faction is five hundred odds ; 
For every coxcomb lends them rods> 
And sneers as learnedly as they. 
Like females o*er their morning tea; 

You say, the Muse will not contain^ 
And write you must, or break a vein. 
Then, if you find the terms too hard. 
No longer my advice regard x 
But raise your fancy on the wing; 
The Irish senate's praises sing -, 
How jealous of the nation's ^eedom, 
And for corruptions, how they weed 'cm f 
How each the publick good pursues, 
How far their hearts from private viewsi 
Make all true patriots, up to shoeboys; 
Huzza their brethren at tbe Blue-boys ; 
Thus grown a member of the club. 
No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft am I for rhyme to seek ! 
To dress a thought^ may toil a wpek: 



ON THE LIBELS AGMVST DB. DELANT. 135 

And then how thankful to the town> 
If all my pains will earn a crown I 
While every cfitick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius cease to write. 
The rogues must die for want and spite ; 
Must die for want of food and rairaent> 
If scandal did not find them payment. 
How cheerfully the hawkers cry 
A satire, and the gentry buy ! 
While my hard-labour'd poem pines 
Unsold upon the printer's lines. 

A genius In the reverend gown 
Must ever keep its owner down; 
Tis an unnatural conjunction, 
And spoils tlie credit of the function. 
Hound all your brethren cast your eyts, 
Point out the surest men to rise; 
That cfub of candidates m black. 
The least deserving df the pack. 
Aspiring, factious, fierce, and loud. 
With grace and learning unendowed, 
'Can turn their hands to every job. 
The fittest tools to work for Bob j 
Will sooner coin a thousand lies. 
Than sufier men of parts to rise> 
They-ecowd about preferment's gate, 
Aiici press you down with all their weight. 
For, as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians; , 
So academick dull ale drinkers, 
Pronounce all men of wit, freethinkers. 

Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends. 
Disdains to serve ignoble ends. 
Observe what loads of stupid rhymes 
Oppress us in corrupted times : 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Show reason, grammar, truth, or sense ? 
n3 
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For, though the Muse delights in -fictioD^k 

She ne'er inspires against conviction. 
. Then keep your Virtue still unraixt. 

And let not faction come betwixt: 

By party-steps no grandeur climb at, 
, Though it would make you England's primatea 

First learn the science to be dull, 

You then may soon your conscience lull ; 

If not, however seated high. 

Your genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 

Of Wit's fair goddess brought to bed^ 

There followed at his lying-in 

For afterbitth a s6oterkin ; 

Which, as the nurse pursued to kill, 

Attain'd by flight the Muses* hill. 

There in the soil began to root. 

And litter'd at Paniassus* foot. 

From hence the critick vermin sprung, 

With harpy claws and poisonous tongue | 

Who fatten on poetick scraps. 

Too cunning to be caught in traps. 

Dame Nature, as the learned show. 

Provides each animal its foe : 

Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 

Devours your geese, the wolf your flocks. 

Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 

To persecute the Muses* fame 5 

On poets in all times abusive. 

From Homer down to Pope inclusive.. 
Yet what avails it to complain ? 

You try to take revenge in vain. 

A rat your utmost rage defies. 

That safe behind the wainscot lies, 
, Say, did you ever know by sight 

In cheese an individual mite? 

Show a?e the same numerick fleaj, 

That bit your neck but yesterday ; 
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You* then may boldly go in quest ' 

To find the Grub-street poets* nest; 

What spunging house> in dread of jai]» ' 

Receives them, while they wait for bail j 

What alley they are nestled in, 

To flourish o'er a. cup of gin 5 . 

Find the last garret where they lay. 

Or cellar where they starve to-day. 

Suppose you had them all trepanned. 

With each a libel in his hand. 

What punishment would you inflict ? 

Or call them rogues^ or get them kickl ? 

These they have often try'd before ) 

You but oblige them so much more: 

Themselves would be the first to tell, 

T)o make their trash the better sell. 

You have been libeird — Let us know^ 
What fool officious told you so? 
Will you regard the hawker's cries. 
Who in his titles always lie» ? 
Whate'er the noisy scoundrel says. 
It might be something in your praise : 
And praise bestow'd in Grub-street rhymes 
Would ve& one more a thousand times. • 
I'ill criticks blame, and judges praise. 
The pK)et cannot claim his bo vs. . 
On me when dunces are satinck, 
I take it for apanegyrick* 
Hated by fools, and fools to bate. 
Be that my motto, and my fate. • ^ , 
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DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING A BIRTH DAY 
SONG. J 729. 

To form a jtist and finishM piece, - 
Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece^ 
Whose godships arc in chief request,, 
And fit your present subject best t'' ■ 
And, should it be your hero's case. 
To have both male and* female tace,, 
Your business must be to provide 
A score of goddesses beside. 

Some call their monarchs sons of Saturn^ 
For which they bring a modern pattern j ' 
Because they might have heard of one,, 
Who often long'd to cat his sob : 
But this, I think, will not go down, 
. For here the father kept his crown. 

Why, then, appoint him son of Jove-^ 
Who met his mother in a grove : 
To this we freely shall consent, 
WjcU knowing what the poets meant 5 
And in their sense, *twixt me and yotj. 
It may be literally true. 

Next, as the laws oFvcirse require. 
He must be greater than bis km; ; 
For Jove, as every schoolboy knows. 
Was able Saturn to depose > 
And sure no Christian poet breathing 
Would be more scrupulous than a Heathen ! 
Or, if to blasphemy it tends. 
That's but a trifiie among friends. 

Your hero now another Mars is. 
Makes mighty armies turn their a^s» 
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Bebold his glitteriog faulcfaion mow 
Whole squadrons at a single blow j 
While Victory, with wings oatspread, 
FHes, like an eagle,, o*er his head; 
His milkwbite steed upon its.hauncheSy 
Or pawing into dead men s paunches : 
As Overton has drawn his sire. 
Still seen o*er many an alehouse fire* 
Then from his arois hoarse thunder rolls. 
As loud as fifty mustard bowls : 
For thundet still his arm supplies. 
And lightning always in his eyes. 
They both are cheap enongh in conscienee, ^ 
And serve to echo rattling nonsense* 
The rumbUog words march fierce along. 
Made trebly dreadful in your song. . 

Sweet poet, hir'd /or birthday rhymes. 
To sing of wars, choose peaceful times. 
What though^ for fifteen years and more, 
Janus has lock*d.his temple door; 
Though not a coffeehouse we read in 
Has mention'd arms on this side Sweden; 
Nor London Journals, nor the Postmen, 
Though fond of warlike lies as most men ; 
Thou still with battles stufiF thy head full : 
For, must thy hero not be dreadful } - 

Dismissing Mars, it next must follow 
Your coac[ueror is become Apollo : 
That he*s Apollo is as plain as 
That Rohin Walpole is Maecenas ; 
But that he struts, and that he squints, 
You*d know him by Apollo*s prints. 
Old Phcebus is but half as bright. 
For your& can shine both day and night. 
The first, perhaps, may once an age 
Inspire you with poetick ragej 
Your Phosbus lU^al, every day^ 
Not only can inspiie, but pay. .. 
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Then make Un* new Apollo sit , 
* Sole patron, jndgc, and god of wilu 
** How froBh his altitade be stoops 
To raise up Virtue when she droops j 
• On Learning bow hi^ bounty ftows. 
And with what justice be bestows 5 
Fair Isis, and ye banks ef Cam I 
Be witness if I tell a flam. 
What prodigies in arts we drain/ 
From both your streams, in George's reign. ^ 
As from the flowery bed of Nae'— 
But here's enough to show your style. 
Broad innuendoes^ such as this. 
If wdl applied, can hardly miss : 
For, wh«i you bring your song in print. 
He'll get it read, and take the bint, 
(It must be read before 'tis warbled. 
The paper gilt, and cover marbled) 
And will be so much more your debtor, 
Because he never knew a letter. 
And, as he hears his wit and sense 
(To which he never miadc pretence) 
Set out in hyperbolick strains, 
A guinea shall rtwitd your pains : 
For patrons never pay so well. 
As when they scarce have leam'd to spell- 
Next call him Ni^tunc : with his trident 
He rules the sea j you see him ride jn't j 
And, if provok'd, he soundly firks his 
Bebellious waves with rods, like Xerxes. 
He would have seized the Spanish plate, 
Had not the fleet gone out too late > 
And in their very ports besiege them. 
But that he would not disoblige them j 
And make the rascals pa^ him dearly 
For those affronts they give him yearly. 
Tis not deny 4, that, when we write, 
Our ink is black, qur papcc wJiitc: - 
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And, when we scrawl our paper p'cr» 
We blacken what was white before : 
I think this practice only tit 
■For dealers in s,atyrick wit. 
But you some white lead ink must get. 
And write on paper black as jet ; 
Your interest lies to learn the knack 
Of whitening what before was black. 

Thus your encomium^ to be «troog» 
Must be applied directly wrong. 
A tyrant for his mercy praise. 
And crowti a royal dunce with bajrs: 
A squinting monkey load with charms. 
And paint a coward fierce in arms. 
Is he to avarice inclin*d ? 
Extol him for his generous mind : 
And, when we starve for want of corn. 
Come out with Amalthea*s horn ; 
For all experience this evinces 
The only art of pleasing princes: 
For princes love you«hould descant 
On virtues which they know they want. 
One comptiment I had forgot, ^ 
But songsters must omit it not ; 
I freely-grant the thought is old : 
Why, then, your hero must be told, 
Jii him such virtues lie inherent. 
To qualify him God's vicegerent ; 
That, with no title to inherit, 
He must have been a king by morit. 
Yet, be the fancy old or new, 
'Tis partly false, and partly true : 
And, take it right, it means no more 
Than George and William claim*d before. 

Should some obscqre inferiour fellow. 
Like Julius, or the youth of Pella, 
When all your list of Gods is out, 
Presume, to show his mortal snout. 
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And as a Deity intiiidei 
Becaase he had the world stibdu'd; 
O, let him not debase jonr thoughts. 
Or name hiax but to tell his faults.-— 

Of Gods I only q\iote the best. 
But you may hook in all the rest. 

Now, birthday bard, with joy proceed 
To praise your empress and her breed. 
First of the first, to Touch your Ires, 
Bring all the females of the skies; 
The Graces, and their mistress Venus, 
Must venture down to entertain tts r 
IVxth bended knees when they adore her. 
What dowdies they appear before her I 
Nor shall we think you talk at random. 
For Venus might be her grtat-grandam t 
Six thousand years has Ht <d the Goddess, 
Your heroine hardly fifty odd is. 
Besides, your songsters oft have shown 
That she has Graces of her own: 
Three Graces by Liicina brbught her. 
Just three, and every Grace a daughter ; 
Here many a king his heart and crown 
Shall at their snowy feet lay down ; 
In royal robes, they come by dozens 
To court their £ngHsh German cousins : 
Beside a pair of princely babies. 
That, five years hence, will l^th be Hebcs. 

Now see her seated in her throne 
With genuine lustre, all her own ; 
Poor Cynthia never shone so bright. 
Her splendour is but borrowed light j 
And only with her brother Hnkt 
Can shine, without him is extinct. 
But Carolina shines the clearer 
With neither spouse nor brother near her; 
And darts her beams o*er both our isles, 
Though George is gone a thousand miic)^ 
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Thus Berecynthia takes ber place. 
Attended by ber beaveDly race; 
And §ees a son in every God, 
Unaw*d by Jove s all-shaking nod. 

Now sing his little bigbness Freddy, 
Wbo struts like any king already: 
Witb so much beauty, snpw me any maid 
Tbat CQuld resist tbis charming Ganymede I 
Where majesty witb sweetness vies, 
And, Uke bis father, early wise. 

, Then cut him out a world of work. 
To conquer Spain, and quell the Turk ; 
Foretel bis emptre crowned with bays. 
And golden times, and halcyon days $ 
And syrear bis line shall rule the nation 
For ever — tiU the conflagration. 
But, now it comes into my mind» 
We left a little duke behind^ 
A Cupid in bis face and size^ 
And only wants, to want bis eyes< 
Make some provision for the younker» 
Find him a kingdom out to conquer : 
Prepare a fleet to waft him o*er,^ 
Make Gulliver bis commodore 3 
Into whose pocket valiant Willy put. 
Will soon subdue the realm of Lilliput : 

A skilful critick justly blames 
Hard, tough, crank, guttural harsh, stiff names. 
The sense can ne*er be too jejune, 

, But ^jBDooth your words to fit the tune. 
Hanover may do well enough. 
But George and Brunswick are too rougb : 
Hesse-Darmstadt makes a rugged sound. 
And Guelp liie strongest ear will wound. 
In vain are all attempts from Grermany 

. To find out proper words for harmony : 
And yet I must except the Rhine, 
Because it clinks to Caroline, 
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Hail, qaeen of Britain, queen of rb)rTnesl 
Be suD^ ten hunilred thousand times \ 
Too happy were the poets* crew. 
If their own happiness they knew: 
Three syllables did never meet 
So softji so sliding, and so sweet ! 
Nine other tuneful words like that 
Would prove ev'n Homer's numbers fiat. 
Behold three beauteous vowels stand, 
With bridegroom liquids, hand in hand ; 
In concord here for ever fix*d. 
No jarring consonant betwixt. 
May Caroline continue long. 
For ever fair and young?— in song. 
What though the royal carcase must, 
Squeez*d in a coffin, turn to dust ; 
Those elements her nanae compose. 
Like atoms, are exempt froni blows. 

Though Caroline may fil).yoor gap9» 
Yet still you must consult your maps } 
Fiiid rivers with harmbnious names, 
Sabrina, Medway, and the Thames. 
Britannia long^ will wear like steel. 
But Albion's clifiB are out at heel ; 
And Patience can endure no more 
To hear the Belgick lion roar. 
Give up. the phrase of haughty Gaul« 
Bot proud Iberia soundly maul : 
Bestore the ships by Philip taken. 
And make him crouch to save his bacon* 
Nassau, who got the name of Glorious^ 
Because he never was victorious, 
A banger-bn has always been; 
For old acquaintance bring him in. 

To Walpole you might >nd a line. 
But much I fear he's in decline j 
And, if you chance to come too late. 
When he goes out, you share bis fate. 
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And bear the new successor's frown } 
Or, whom you once sang up, sing down. 

Reject with scorn that stupid notion^. 
To praise your hero for devotion $ 
Nor entertain a thQpgi)^ sq pdd* 
That princes should believe in God j 
But follow the securest ruW 
And turn it all to ridicule : 
'Tis grown the choicest wit at court^ 
And gives the maids of honour sport | 
For, since they talk'd with doctor Clarkej 
They now can venture in the dark : 
That sound divine the truth has spoke all. 
And pawn*d hi9 word. Hell is not ioc^l. 
This will not give them half ijie troubjp 
Of bargains sold, or rpeanings double. 

Supposing now your song is (ione. 
To mynheer Handel next you run, 
Who artfully will pare and prooe 
Your wprd^ to some Italian Iuqo: 
Then print it ip the largest letter, , , 

With capitals, the more the better. 
Present it boldly ou vour knee. 
And take a guipea tor your fep« 
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BOUTS RIMES*. 

ON 8I6NORA DOMITILLA. 

0(7E schoolinaster may rave i' th* fit 
Of dassick beauty luec IS tlla^ 

Not all his birch inspires such wit 
As th* ogling beams of DomitiUa. 

Let nobles toast, in bright champaign. 
Nymphs higher bom than DomitiUa j 

I'll drink her health, again, again. 
In Berkeley's tar, or sars*parilla. 

At Goodman^s Fields IVe much admired 
Tlie postures strange of monsieur Brilla; 

But what are they to the soft step. 
The gliding sir, of DomitiUa ? 

Virgil has eternized in sbn'g 
The flying footsteps of Camilla : 

Sure, as a prophet, he was wrong; 
He might have dreamed of DomitiUa. 



' * Rhimes dispottd in order, which are $Wen to a poet, together 
with a subject, oo which he is oUtged to make vertes, using the 
saihe words, and in the same order. Tlie extravagance of a poet^ 
named du Lot, gave occasion to this invention, about the jrear 
1649* The most odd, out of the way rhimes were chosen | and 
very one endeavoured to fill them up as exactly as possjjble.— Mr* 
Addison, in the Spectator, No. 60, adduces them as an instance 
of the decay of wit and learning among the French | and observes, 
that this piece of fjslse wit has been finely ridiculed by Mr. Stf»- 
siflj lA » La Dcfalu des Bouts Kines." W. B. 



OK S^ai|<»I^A SOMITILtA. ^4^ 

Great Tbeodose condemD*d a^towfi 

For thinking ill of his PlaciUa : 
Aud dense take London ! if some knight 

O* th* citjr wed nok Domitilla. 

Wheeler, sir George, in travels wise. 
Gives us a medal of Plaqtilla > . . 

But O! the empress ha^s not eyes. 
Nor lips, nor breast, like Domitilla, 

Not all the wealth of pJunder'd Italy, 
Piled on the mules of king At-tila, 

Is worth one glove (1*11 not tell a bit a lie) * 
Or garter, snatched frorti DomitiUa.. 

/ . -a. 

Five years a nymphs at certain han^t, - 

Y-cleped Harrow of the Hill, a- 
•— bas*d much my heart, and was a damn'd let 

To verse — but now for Domitilla. 

Dan Pope consigns Belinda's watch 

To the fair sy Iphid Momentilla, 
Ap.d thus I offer up my catch ' 

To tl^* suow-wbite hands of Domitilla. 



' HALTER SKELTER i 

OR, THB fiU^ AND p&T ArTER THE ATTOMI$S^ 
UPOIf THEIR nipllfG 'J^B^E. CiR.Cyii:, 

Now th^ active young attprniea. 
£riskly travel on their journiej^^ 
Looking big as any giants, ' ' * 

On the horses of their clients | 
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Like 80 mai^ little Mars^s 
With their tilters at their a— a. 
Brazes hllted» lately bumish'd. 
And with harnjessbockles furbi&h*d^ 
And with whips and spurs so neat^ 
And with jockey coat& complete. 
And with'boots so very greasy. 
And with saddles eke so easy: 
And with bridh» fine and gay. 
Bridles borrow'd for a day. 
Bridles destined far to roaai> 
Ah ! never, never to come home. 
And with hats so very big, sir. 
And with powdered caps and wigs, sir^ 
And with miller to be shown, 
Cambrick roffies not their ovvn ; 
And trith Hdlaod shirts so whit6. 
Shirts becoitaing to the ^ght. 
Shirts bewrought with dilferent letters. 
As belonging to their bettere. 
With their pretty tii^sel'd boxes, 
Gotten from their dainty doxies. 
And with rings so very trim, 
Lately taken oat of lim — * 

^ And with very little pence, 
A-nd as very little s€Mt $ 
With some law, but little justice. 
Having stolen from my hostess. 
From the barber and the cutler. 
Like the soldiet from the sutler ; 
^ From the vintner and the tailor. 
Like the felon from the jailor -, 
Into liiis and t* dther coonty, 

. Living on the publick bounty ; 
Thorough town and thorough village, 
All to plunder, all to pilhgt -, 

* A caat woi^ for pawning. H. 



Thorough mountains, thorough valliesi 

Thorough siihking lanes and allefg. 

Some to -—* kiss with farmers spouses^ 

And make merry in their houses; 

Some to tumble country wenches 

On their rushy beds and benches j ... 

And if they begin a fray, , 

Draw their swords, and ■ run awayi 

All to murder equity. 

And to take' a double fee ; 

Till the p^ple all are quiet. 

And forget to broil and riot^ 

Low in pocket, cow'd in courage, 

Safely glad to sup their porridge. 

And vacation's oyer — theu, 

Hty, for London town again. 



THE PUPPETSHOW^ 

XintL lifb of loan to represent. 

And turn it all to ridicule. 
Wit did a puppetsbow invent, 
. Where the chief actor is a 6x3. 

A The godt of old were logs of wood. 
And worship was to puppets paid; 
In antick dress the idol stood. 
And priest and people bow*d the head« 

Ko wonder then, if art, began ' 
The simple votaries to frame. 

To shape in timber £x>li8h man. 
And consecrate the block to fame* 



From henes fiottick fancf learn d 

That tvees migbt rise fhnti human jbnnsf . 
The body to a trunk be turn'ti, 

And branches umac from the amw. ^ 

Thud DsdalQft and t)vid too, 
' That man*s a blockhead, hare cOnfest : 
Powel * and Slretcli * the hint pursue } 
Life 18 a farce, the woVld a jest. . 

The saipe great trath Sooth Sea hasprov'd 
On that fam'd theatre, the oWcf -, 

Where thousands^ by directors mov*d. 
Are now sad mooiunents of fbUy. 

What Momus was oif old to jove^ 

Hie same a Harle()uin is now ; 
The former was buffoon above. 

The latter as a Punch below. 

This fleeting scene is bul a stage. 

Where various images appear ', 
In different parts of youth and age. 

Alike t}^ ^1^^ and.p^sant ^Imre. 

Some draw our eyes by being great, 
False pomp cdoas^^rndth >#^d within | 

And legislators ray^^n iS(ktt, 
Are oft but wM^m 1to*»ift«b$libk 



^ rwo famoys {y§ptree^«kf^<mei);<i^ii ^ v^#%^ $'«* pub. 

lishdl, ** A sfeccMd^Taie of « Tiibf «,.th«il}Kdbf Hf Robert 

Powel, the Puppetshow-^iaaii," «/^teB4>y Tii^mia Saine^; esq.* 

\ yoangest %on Co bish^ Burnet? who was bred to ^ iaw, suid, 

t beside the piece liere'in^iitlbned, wis the autlioroT^inanir other 

i \ polideal pamphlets agaiost the muiistry of |he four last ^rs of 

queen Anne, for some of Which lie was ^aken into tdstSdy by 

the messengers; ^nd tvas sdspected tif bsiqj^'otlft of ^e 'Mojiocks 

that attacked young DUfltoii^ ^e Jonrittfl tb ^1H> M^ch 8, 

7711-12. N* 



*tB1S, rul»PEtSHOW. 1#1 

A stock may chance to wear a crown. 

And timber as a lord take place i 
A statue may put on a frown, 

And cheat us with a thinking face. 

Others are blindly led away. 

And made to act for ends unknown ; 

By the mere spring of wires they play. 
And speak in language not 'their own. 

Too oft, alas! a scolding wife 

Usurps a jolly fellow's throne 3 
And many drink the cnp of life, 

Mix'd and embitter'd by a Joan. 

In short, whatever men pursue. 

Of pleasure, folly, ^^ar^ or love j 
This mimick race brings ail to view : 

Alike they dress, they talk, they move. 

Go on, great Stretch, with artful hand. 

Mortals to please and to deride ^ 
And, when death breaks thy vital baud. 

Thou shalt put on a puppet's pride. 

Thou slialt in puny ^ood be shown. 
Thy image shall preserve thy fame 3 

Ages to come thy worth shall own. 
Point at thy limbs, and tell thy name. 

Tell Tonfi, he (dnrws a farce in vaili, 

before he lOdkB in nature^ giass ( 
Puns cannot (ohti a witty tsoiKie, 

Nor pedantry for humour pass. 

To make men act as senseless wood, 

Atid chatter in a mystick strain, 
% a %ei« fdrce tm flesh and blood, 

^nd shows some errour in the brain. 
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He that would thus refine on thee^ 
And nirn thy stage into a schooi^ 

The jest of Punch will ever be. 
And s(;and confest the greater fooU 



THE GRAND QUESTION DEBATED : 
WHETHER Hamilton's bawn should ee turned 

INTO A BAKRACK OR A MALT-HOUSE. Iflp. 

1 Hus spoke to my lady the knight * full of c^re^ 
^* Let me have your advice in a weigh^ affair. 
Thig H&milton's bawn t» while it sticks in my handa 
I lose by tfce house what I get by the land ) 
Bat how to dispose of it to the best bidder, 
For a barrack % or malthouse, we now must coa^sider. 

First, let me suppose I make it a malthouse, - 
Here I have computed the profit will fall t' us : - 
There's nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 
I increase it to twelve, so three hundred remain ; 
A handsome addition for wine and good cheery 
Three dishes a day, and three hogsheads a year ; 
With a dozen large vessels my vault shall be stor'd; 
No little scrub joint shall cooio on my board-r : 
And you an4 the Doan ho more shall combine 
To stint me at night to one bottle of wine \ 



* Sir Arthur. Acheson, at whose seat this was written. P. 

■f A large old house, two miles ifoin sir Arthur^s scat, F« 

, X The army in Ireland was lodged ia atroog buUdings, called 

barracks, which. Uve lately, t^eeii lA^rodiMcd xsm this woatqr 

likcwiiey Q« 
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Nor shall I, for his humoar, permit you to purloin 
A stone and a quarter of beef from my sir-loih. 
If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; 
My' dear, I have ponder'd again and again on*t : 
In poundage and drawbacks I lose half my rent. 
Whatever they give toe, I must be content. 
Or join with the court in every debate ^ 
And rather than that, I would lose mv estate.** 

Thus ended the knieht : thus began his meek wife : 
*' It must, and it shall be a barfack, my life. 
I'm grown a mere mopus ; no compaoy comes. 
Bat a rabble of tenants, and rusty dull rums *. 
With parsons what lady c^n keep herself clean \ 
I*m all over daub d when I sit by the Dean. 
But if you will give us a barrack, my dear. 
The captain, Tm sure, will always come here ; 
I then shall not value his deanship a straw. 
For the captain, I warrant, will keep him in awe> 
Or, should he pretend to b^ brisk and alert, 
Will tell him that chaplains should not be so pert} 
That men of his coat should be minding their prayers^ 
And not aniong ladies to give them.selves ait^s." 

Thus argued my lady, but argued in vain \ 
The knight his opinion resolv'd to maintain. 

But Hannah -f, who listen d to all that was past. 
And could not endure so vulgar a taste. 
As soon as her ladyship caird to be drest, 
Cry*d, " Madam, why surely my master's possest. 
Sir Arthur the maltster! how fine it will sound ! 
rd rather the biiwn were sunk under ground. 
But, madam, I g\tess'd there would never come good, 
When 1 saw hira so often with Darby and Wood J. 
And now my dream's out ; for I was a-dream*d' 
That I saw a huge rat — ^O dear, how I screamed ! 

* A c^nt word in Ireland for a poor country clergyman, F* . 
-f My lady*> waiting woman. F. 
X Two Qi sir Arthur's managers. F. 
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And aftcr^ methought, I had lost my new shoe&s 
And Molly, she said, I should hear some ill news* 
**. pear madam, had you but the spirit to teaze> 
You might have a barrack whenever you please : 
And, madam, I always believed you ^ stout. 
That for twenty denials you would not give out« 
If I had a husband like him, IfurUsty 
Till he gave me my will, I would give him no res^i 
And> rather than come in the same pair of sheets 
With such a cross paan, I would lie in the streets ; 
But, madam, I beg )rou, contrive and invent^ 
And worry him out, till he gives his consent^ 
Dear madam, whene er of a barrack I think. 
An I were to be hang*d, I can't sleep a wink: 
For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
I can t get it out, though Td never so fain. 
I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
At Hamilton s bawn, and the troop is arriv*d; 
Of this to be sure sir Arthur has warning. 
And waits on the captain betimes the neict morning. 
*' Now see, when they meet, how their honours 

behave ; ' 

'Noble captain, your servant' — * Sir Arthur, your 

slave I 
You honour me much' — * The honour is mine.*-^ 
*Twas a sad rainy night*—*' But the morning is fine.' 
Pray, how does my lady?'-^* My wife's at your 

service/ — 
' I think I have seen her picture by Jervas.'— 
'Goodmorrow, good captain.*—^ Ill wait qtL you 

down.'— — 

* You 8ba*nt stir a foot.'—' You'll think me a clown.' 
'* For all the world captain'-—' Not half an inch 

farther.'— 
' You must be obey 'd I' — ' Your servant, sir Arthur! 
My humble respects to my lady unknown/-.— 

• I hope you will qse my ho^se as your ow^/ 
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•* Go bting me my smock, and leave off your prate 
Thou hast certainly gotten a cup in thy pate." ' 

" Pray, niadam be quiet ; ijehat was it I said ? 
You had like to have put it quite out of my head. 
Next day, to be sure, the captain will come^ 
At tiie head of his troops, with trumpet ahd drum 
Now, madam, observe how he marches in state- 
The man With the kettledrum enters the gate: * 
Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters follow 
Tantara, tantara ; while all the boys holla. 
See now comes theppfain all daub'd with gold lace- 

la I the sweet gentleman ! look in his face • 
And see how he rides like a lord of the land ' 
With the fine flaming sword that he holds in his hand i 

^?. u .JJ.^^®'. , ^"^^^ ''''^^^''' ^^ P^'^^^es and rears; 
With nbbons in knots at its tail and its ears • 
At last comes the troop, by word of cdqitnand 

Drawnupinourcourtj whenthecaptaincries^SxAKDl 
Your ladyship lifts up the sash to be seen. 

For sure I had dizen'd you out like a queen. 
The captain, to show he is proud of the favour 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver: 
(His beaver is cock'dj pray, madam, mark that 
For a captain of horse never takes off his hat ' 
Because he has never a hand that is idle * 
For th6 right holds the sword, and the left holds the 

bnale.) 
Then flourishes thrice his sword in the air 
As a compliment due to a lady so fair • ' 
(How I tremble to think of the blood it has spilt t) 
Then he lowers down the point, and kisses the hilt 
Your ladyship smiles, and thus you begin • 
Pray, captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk in 
The captain salutes you wi.h cong6e profound. 
And your ladyship curtsies halfway to the ground. ' 
Kit, run to your master, and bid him come to us. - 

1 m sure he 11 be proud of the honour you do us» 
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And, captain, you*li do us the favour to stay. 
And take a short dinner here with us to day : 
You're heartily welcome; but as for good cheer. 
You come in the very worst time of the year 3 
If I had expected so worthy a guest — ' 

* Lord 1 madam 1 your ladyship sure is in jest ) 
You banter me, madam ; the kingdom must grant-*** 
* You ojfHcers, captain, are so complaisant T 

** Hist, hussey, I think I hear somebody coming— r** 
No^ madam : *tis only sir Arthur a-humming. 
To shorten my talc (for I hate a long story) 
The captain at dinner appears in his glory ; 
The dean and the doctor* have hummed their pride> 
i^or the captain's entreated to sit by your side; 
And, because he's their betters^ you carve for bioi fint; 
The parsons for envy are ready to burst. 
The servants amaz*d are scarce ever able 
To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the t^blei 
And Molly and I have thrust in our nose. 
To peep at the captain in all h\& fine ck^ex* 
Dear madam, be sure he's a fine spokes Qa8i|» 
Do but bear 00 the clergy how glib his tongue ran ; 
.And, ' madam/ says he, ' if ^ck 4^ners you^ye^ 
You*n neer want for parsons as long SM yott live, 
I ne'er knew a parson withooi, a good no§e » 
But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goe^t 
G— d d — ^n me \ they bid us reform and rep<snt« 
But, z — s ! by their looka they never keep l^ent i 
Mister curate, for all yaur grave looka Tm afrai4 
You cast a $heep*s eye 00 h^ ladyship's RUi|d : 
I wish she would lend you her pretty wbite Imiq4 
In mending your cassock* and smoothing your bund/ 
(For the (kan was so shabby, and Ji^ok'd like a v^aiBf% 
That the captain sappos'd he was curate ta Jijmy) 
< Whenever yop see a cassock and gown* 
A hundred to oi^e kat it covers a ciowo# 

^ Doctor Jinny, a clorgymaA in the neighbourfaood. F* 
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Observe h&w a parsoa cocoes into a room ; 
G— d d — n mc ! be hobbles as bad as my groom j 
A 4cMarJ^ when just from his college broke loose» 
Can bardly telj bow Jto crjr bo to a goose; 
Your Noveds *, and Bluturks, and Omurs> and stuff, 
By G— , they don't signify tbis pincb of snuff. 
To give a young gentleman right education^ 
The army's the only good school ia the nation : 
My schoolmaster caird me a dunce and a fool» 
But at cuffs I was always the cock of the school ; 
I never could take to my book for the blood o* me. 
And the puppy confessed he expected no good o' me. 
He caught me one morning coquetting his wife/ 
But he maul*d me^ I ne er was so mauTd in my Ufe : 
So I Cook to the road, and^ what's very odd. 
The first man } robb'd was a parson, by €r— . 
■Now> madam^i you'l} think it a strange thing to say. 
But the sight of a book makes me sigk to this day.* 

** Never since I was born did I hear so much wit. 
And, madam, I laugh'd till I thought I should split. 
So then you lookd scornful, and snift at the dean. 
As whoshoi^d say, * Now, am I skinny f and lean? 
But he durst not so much as once open his tips. 
And the doctor was plaguily down in the hips.** 

Thus- merciless Hannah ran on in hei" talk. 
Till she heard the D^an call, ** Will your ladyship 

walk?'* 
Her ladyship answers, *^ I'm just coming down s" 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a 'frown. 
Although it was plain in tier heart she was glad, 
Cry'd, '' Hussy, why sure the wench is gone mad ! 
Hov? could these chimeras get into your brains ?— 
Come hither, and take this old gown for your pains* 

* Ovids, Piutarch», Homers^i P, 
't* Klcknames for my lady. F. 
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But tbc Dean, if thJs secret should come*to Kis eafs,* 
Will bever have done with his gibes and his jeers: 
For your life, not a word of the matter I charge yti 
Give me but a barrack^ a tkg for the clergy.** 



DRAME&*S.H1LL, 173O. 

\Ve gWe the world to understand. 
Our thriving Dean has purchased land ; 
A purchase, which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year; 
Provided, to improve the ground, 
He will but add two hundred pound i 
And, from bis endless hoarded store. 
To build a house, five hundred more. 
iSir Arthur too shall have his will, 
And call the mansion Drapier*s Hill: 
That, when a nation, long enslaved. 
Forgets by whom it once was sav'd 5 
When none the Drapier's praise shall sing> 
His signs aloft no longer swing, 
His medals and his prints forgotten. 
And all bis handkerchiefs * are rotten, 
His famous letters made, waste paper, 
This hill may keep the name of Drapier; 
In spit^of envy, dourish still. 
And Drapier*s vie with Cooper*s hill. 

* Medals were cut, many signs hung up, and handkerchiefs 
made with devices, in honour of the Pean, under the name of 
M.B.Drapier. F. 
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THE DEAN'S REASONS 

FOR jKOT BUILDING A,T PRAPIE»*8 HILL. 

I WILL npt build on jooder raoont: 
Andy should you call me to accooot^ 
Consultiugwith myself, I find. 
It was no levity of mind. 
Whate'er I promis*d or intended^ . 
No favlt of mine, the scheme is ended : 
Nor can, you tax me as unsteady^ 
I have a hundred causes iready : 
All risen stnce that flattering time. 
When Drapier's hill appear*d in rhyme. 

I am, 98 now too late I find. 
The greatest cully of mankind : 
The lowest boy in Martin's school 
May turn and wind me like a fooL 
How could I form so wild a vision. 
To seek^ in deserts. Fields Elysiao ? 
To live in fear, suspici€iD<, variance 
With t^iieves, fanaticks, and barbarians? 

But here my lady will object j 
Your dea^ship ought to recollect. 
That, near tlie knight of Gosfbrd plac*d, 
IVhom you allow a man' of taste. 
Your intervals of time to spend 
With so conversable a friend^ 
It would not signify a pin 
Whatever climate you were in. , 

Tis true, but what advantage cornea. 
To me fro^ all a usurer's plumbs 5 
Though I should see him twice a daj^ 
Aud am his neighbour grq^s the W9^ ) 
7 2 
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if all my rhetorick must fail 
To strike him for a pot of ale ? 

Thus, when the learned and the wise 
Conceal their talents from our eyes. 
And from deserving friends withhold 
Their gifts, as misers do their gold ; 
Their Knowledge to themselves confined 
b the same avarice of mind ; 
Nor makes their conversation better. 
Than if they never kn«w a letter^ 
Such is the fate of Ck)sford's knight. 
Who keeps his wisdom out of sights 
Whose uncommunicative heart 
Will scarce one precioat word intpart t 
Still rapt in speculations deep, 
His outward senses fiast aslei^ ; 
Who, while I talk, a song will horn, 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum; 
Beyond the skies transports his mind. 
And leaves a lileless corpse behind. 

But, as for me, who ne'er could damber higli, 
To understand Malebranche or Cambray 5 
Who send my mind (as I believe) less 
Than others do, on errands sldevelean ; 
Can listen to a tale hutndrum. 
And ^ith attention read Tom Thamb; 
My spirits with my body proggtng, 
Both hand in band together jogging | 
Sunk o^er head and lears in matter^ 
Nor can of metaf^y^ft fifmalter; 
Am more diverted with a t^uibbife 
Than dream of words iti«elligible$ ^ ' 

And think all notions told abstracted 
Are like the ravings of a <:faekt h^d $ 
. What iAtercourse of tninds can be 
Betwixt the knight Bublitne and nas, 
If when I talk, as talk I tniMt, 
It is but ptatibf to i buttf 
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Where CricQcUUp is by Fate desigD^dji 
It form? a union in the mind : 
£at here I di^r from the ]^nigbt 
In every poii\t« like black and white ; 
For none c«n say that ever ye.t 
We both in one opinion met ; 
Not in philosophy, or ale; 
In state afTairs, or planting cale ;, 
In rhetoricky or picking straws -, 
In roasting larks, or making laws ; -, 

In publick schemes, or catching flies 9 
In parliaments, or piiddiBg pies. 

The neighbours wonder why the knight 
Should ^n a country life delight. 
Who not one plpasofe eoter^in^ 
To cheer the solitary scenes : 
His guests are few, kis visits rare i 
Nor uses time, nor time will spare; 
Nor rides, nor vfalks, nor.hvints, nor fowl^ 
Nor plays at oards^ oc dice, <^ bowUj^ 
But, seated in au easy chaicj. , 
Despises exercise and air.. . 

His rural walks h^ ue*er adorns;; 
Here popr Pomona sits op thorns : 
And there neglected Flora settles 
Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Tho^ thankless and officious cares, 
I us'd to take in friends' aflairs. 
From which I never could refrain^ 
And have been often chid in vain i . 
From these I,^ recovered quite,- 
At least in whajt regards the knight. 
Preserve his healt^ij bis store increase; 
May nothing interrupt his peace I 
But now let a|l his tenant^ round ^ 

First mil W his cow|, and after^ pqundf . ' _^ 
Let every cottager conspire 
To cut ^s hedges down for ficcs . ; » 
pi' 



The imtlglity boys about the vWhgt 
His crabs and sloes may fi'eely pillage : 
He still may keep a pack of kdaves 
To spoil his Work; and work by halves: 
His meado|irs may be dug by swine. 
It shall be no oodCern of mitie t 
For why should I continue fttill 
To serve a friend against his will } 
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19 THE PSX80N OF A &AD.T IN CttB l^OftTA *. l^SO. 

RbsoiVd My graftitiide to fH^w, 
Thrice reverend Dean^ for all I ov^ 
Too long I have my thafiks dday*d'$ 
Your favours left too long unpaid $ 
But now, in ali^mr sen*^ nsmie. 
My artless Muse AM ^mg yotit ^tnt. 

Indulgeat you to female kii}(i» 
To all their weftker sides ait blind : 
Nine moie subk champioM M the Dtsu 
Would soon restore our atitieal reign i 
. How well, t« ni^in the Indies hearts. 
You celebrate Ihdr wk 'atid p&ml 
How have I felt itty spirits raisVl, 
By you so ^jft, so higbiy priPis*4 ! 
^ TransfoMTfl by f(Mv eotiVincitig tcmt^ 
To witty, beafeitiful, sttd yoimg, 
I hope to quit that awkward sliame. 
Affected "by esidi vt^gat doDoe, 
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To modesty a iv«!alt prefrencc; 
And soon grow p«rt on men of sense ^ 
To show my face mth scornful ast j 
Let others match it, if they date. 

Impatient to be ont of debt, 
O, may I never once forget 
The bard, 'who humbly deigns to choose 
Me for the subject of his Muse! 
Behind my baci:, before my bose. 
He sounds my praise itk verse and prose* 

My heart with emulatioti burns 
To make yon suitable returns : 
My gratitude the world shall know : 
And see, the printer's boy below 4 
Ye ba>;^kets all, your voices lift ; 
" A Panegyrick on dean Swift T* 
And then to mend the matter *ti», 
" By lady Anne of Market-hill P 

I thus begin : My grateful Muse 
Salutes the Dean in dilTerent views ; 
Dean, butler> usher, jester, tutor > 
Bobert and Darby's • coadjutor ; 
And, as you in commis^on sit» 
To rule the dairy next to Kit 1 5 
in each capacity I mean 
To sing your praise. And first afi Dean: 
Envy m«st own, you undet^a{td your 
Precedence, and support your grandeur : 
Nor of your rank wiQ bate an ace, 
Bxcept to give dean Daniel place. 
In you sueh dignity appears. 
So suited to your state and years ! 
With \adks whaft a shrict decorum ! 
With what devotion you adore 'em ! 
Treat me with so much complaisance. 
As fits a princess in romance I , 

^ ijK jisiiiCft Or two fiTcnccn* « • 
\ My Udy% footman. F* * 
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Bf your example and asaistaoce. 
The fellows learn to know their dIstaBce« 
Sir Arthur, since you set the pattern^ 
No longer calls me snipe and slattern ; 
Nor dares he^ though he were a duke. 
Offend m»with the least rebuke. 

Proceed we to your preaching * next | 
How nice you split the hardest text I 
How your superiour learning shines 
Above our neighbouring dull divines ! 
At Beggar's Opera not so full pit 
Is s^en, as when you mount our pulpit* 

Consider now your conversation : 
Begardful of your age and station^ 
You ne*er were known, by passion stirr^da - 
To give the least offensive word : 
But still, whene'er you silence break> 
Watch every syllable you speak : 
Your style. so clear> and so concisej^ 
We never ask to hear you twice^ 
But then, a parson so genteel, 
So nicely clad from bead to heel J ^ 

So fine a gown, a band so clean. 
As well become St. Patrick's Dean, 
Such reverential awe express. 
That cowboys know you by your dress! 
Then, if our neighbouring friends come here^ 
How proud are we when you appear. 
With such address and graceful port. 
As clearly shows you bred at court ! 

Now raise your spirits, Mr. Dean, 
I lead you to a- nobler scene. 
When to the vault you walk in state. 
In quality of butler's mate ; 
You next to Dennis f bear the sway i 
To you we often trust the key : 

• The author pte»€hc4 bat «nce whil^ he wai there. F. 
f Thekutkr. F. 
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Kbr.can he judge with all his art 
So well, what bottle holds a quart : 
What pints roaf best for bottles pass. 
Just to give ever^ man his glass : 
When proper to produce the best ; 
And what sa^y serve a common guest. 
With Dennis you did ne'er combine. 
Not you, to steal youf master's wine j^ 
Except a bottle now and then. 
To welcome brother serving-men; 
But that is with a good design,. 
To drink sir Arthur's health and mine :: 
Your master's honour to maintain ;, 
And, get the like returns again^ 

Your Qsher^s post must next be handled t 
How blest am I by such a man led!' 
Under whose wise and careful guardship 
I now despise fatigue and hardship : 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet. 
Though draggled round, I scorn to fret:. 
From yon my chamber damsels learn 
My broken hose to patch and darn. 

Now as a jester I accost you ; 
Which never yet one friend has lost you. 
You jud^ so nicely to a hair. 
How far to go, and when to spare ; 
By long experience grown so wise. 
Of every taste to know the size >. 
There's none so ignorant or weak 
To take c^ence at what yon speak. 
Whene'er you joke, *tis 611 a case 
Whether with Dcrmot, or his grace ; 
With Teague O'Murphey, of an earl j 
A duchess, or a. kitchen girl. 
With such dexterity you lit 
Their icteral talenu with your wit. 
That Moll the chambermaid can smoke. 
And Gahagan ♦ lake cveiy joke. 
* The diwm that cut down the old thorh it Market^hlil. 
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I now become your h\imble suitor 
To ll^t me praise you as my tutor. 
Poor I, a savage bred and born» 
By you instructe4 every morn. 
Already have improved so well, 
That I have almost learnt to spell ; 
The neighbours who come here to diac. 
Admire to hear me speak so fine. 
How enviously the ladies look. 
When they surprise me at my bookl 
And sure as theyVe alive at night 
As soon, ^s gone will show their spite:: 
Crood lordl what can my lady mean. 
Conversing with that misty Dean I 
Sh^^ grown so nrce, and so penurious^ 
With Socrates and Epicurius ! 
Hqw could she sit the livelong day^ 
Yet never ask us once to play? 

But I admire your patience most;^ 
That when Tm duller than a post. 
Nor can the plainest word pronounce, 
, You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce j 
Are so indulgent, and so mild, ' 
As if J were a darling child. 
So gentle is your whole proceeding. 
That I could spend my life in reading. 
You merit new employments daily : 
Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, baily« 
And to a genius so es^enslve 
No work i^^ grievous pr offensive : 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
To make for pigs convenient sty^st 
Or ponc^er }Qng ^ith anxious thought 
To banish rats that hapnt our vault : 
Nor have you grumbledjj teverend DeaQ,» 
To keep our {)opltry sweet and clean ; 
To sweep the mansion house they dwell \a^ 
A|^d cure the f auk unss^vpry ^qiellinff* 
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Now enter as the dairy handmaid i 
Such charmitig butter * never man made* 
Let others^ With fanatick f^ce 
Talk pf their mt\k for babes of grace; 
From tubs their snuffling nonsense utter > 
Thy milk shall make us tubs of butter. 
The bishop with his fogt may burn it f. 
But with his hand the Dean can churn it. 
How are the servants overjoy'd 
To see thy deanship thus employ'd I 
Instead of poring on a book. 
Providing butter for the cook I 
Three morning hours you toss and shake 
The bottle till your fingers ake : 
Hard is the toil, nor small the art» 
The butter from the whey to part : 
Behold a frothy substance rise ; 
Be cautious, or your bottje flies. 
The butter comes, our fears are cea?'d 5 
And out you squeeze an ounce at least. 

Your reverence thus, with like success, 
(Nor is your skill or labour less) 
When bent upon some sniart lampoon. 
Will toss and turn your brain till noon 5 
'Which, in its jumblings round. the skuU^ 
Dilates and makes the vessel full : 
While nothing comes but froth at first, ' 
You think your giddy head will burst ; 
But, squeezing out four lines. in rhyme> . 

Are largely paid for all your time. 

But you have raised your generous mind 
To works of more exalted kind. 
Palladio was not half so skiird io 
The grandeur or the art of building. 

* A way of making butter for breakfast, by filling a bottle 
with creamy and shaking it till the butter comes. F. 

f It is a common aayiog^ wbeo the milk burns to^ thaVtbe 
devil or the bishop has set his foot in iu f • 
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Two temples of magoifick siac 
Attract the curious traveller's eyes, 
Thst might be envy'd by the Greds^j 
Hais*d up by you in twenty weelcs; 
Here gentle goddess Cloacine 
Receives all offerings at her shrine. 
In separate cells^ the hes and shes» , 
Here pay their vows wifli bended knees 5 
For *tis prophane when sexes mingle^ 
And every nymph must enter single; 
And when she feels im inward motion* 
Come fiird with reverence and devotion. 
The bashful maid, to hide her blush^ 
Shall creep no more behind a bushj 
Here unobserved she boldly goes. 
As who should say, to pluck a rose« 

Ye, who frequent this ballow'd scen^ 
Be not ungrateful to the Dean ) 
But duly, ere you leave your station. 
Offer to him a pure libation, 
Or of bis own or Smedley's lay, 
Or billet-doux, or lock of hay : 
And, O I may all who hither come, 
Beturn with unpolluted thumb! 

Yet, when your lofty domes I praisQ, 
I sigh to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raise my style. 
And sweetly moralize a while. 

Thee, bounteous goddess Cloacinc, 
Td temples why do we confine ? 
Forbid in open air to breathe, 
Why are thine ^Itars fixt beneath ? 
When Saturn ruFd the skies alone, 
(That golden age to gold unknown) 
This earthly globe, to thee assigned, 

?eceiv'd the gifts of ail noankind. 
en thousand altars smoking round 
Were buUt to thee with offerings crown'di 
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And here thy daily votaries placed 

Their sacrifice with zeal and haste : 

The margin of a purling stream 

Sent up to thee a grateful -steam; 

Though sometimes thou wert please to wink^ 

If Naiads swept tbem from the brink : 

Or where appointing lovers rove, 

The shelter of a shady grove j 

Or ofFer'd in some fibwury vale. 

Were, wafted by a gentlc^^r ^^^ 

llierc many a flower ab^ersive grew. 

Thy favourite flowers of Vellow hue 5 ' 

The crocus and the daflbdil. 

The cowslip soft, and sweet jonquil. 

But when at last usurping Jove 
Old Saturn from his empire drove; 
Then gluttony, with greasy paws. 
Her napkin pinn d up to her jaws. 
With watery cbaps^ and wagging chin. 
Brae d like a drum her oily skin ; 
Wedg*d in a spacious elbow chair. 
And on her plate a treble share. 
As if she ne'er could have enough. 
Taught harmless man to cram and stuflT. 
She sent her priests in W€)oden sho^ 
From haughty Gaul to make ragouts ; 
Instead of wholesome bread and cheese^ 
To dress their soups and fricasstes ; 
At)d, for our homebred British cheer, 
Botargo, catsup, and caviare. 

This bloated harpy, sprung from Hell, 
Conf]n*d thee, goddess, to a cell : 
Sprung from her womb that impiotis line. 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
First, lolling Sloth in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap : 
Pale I^opsy with a sallow factf 
Her belly barst^ tnd flow her pace; 

VPL. XI, ^ 
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And lordly Gout, wrapt up in fur t 
And wheezing Asthma» loth to stir i 
Voluptuous E)ase» the child of wealthi 
Infecting thus our hearts by stealth. 
None feeek thee now in open air. 
To thee no verdant altars rear ; 
But, in their cells and vaults obscene 
Present a sacrifice unclean $ 
From whence unsavoury vapours rose, 
Offensive to thy nicer nose. 
Ah ! who, in our degenerate days. 
As nature prompts, his offering pays? 
Here nature never difference made 
Between the sceptre and the spade. 

Ye great ones, why will ye disdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches side ', 
When from the homeliest earthen ware 
Are sent up offerings more sincere. 
Than where the haughty duchess locks 
Her silver vase in cedar box? 

Yet some devotion stiU remains 
Amon^ our harmless northern swains>' 
Whose offerings, plac'd in golden ranks. 
Adorn our crysul rircrs' banks j 
Nor seldom grace the flowery downs, 
With spiral tops and copple crowns i , 
Or gilding in a sunny morn 
The humble branches of a thorn. 
, So, poets sing, with golden bough 
The Trojan hero paid his vow. 

Hijher, by luckless errour led. 
The crude consistence oft I tread : 
Here, when my shoes arc out of case, 
Unweeting gild the tarnished lace i 
Here, by the sacred bramble ting d^ 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 



A PANEGT^IOK ON THB DBAiTt IJl 

Be witness for me, nymph divine, 
1 never robb'd tbec with design: 
Nor will the zealous Hannah pout 
To wash thy injured offering out. 

But stop> ambitious Mose^ in tinae, 
Nor dwell on subjects too sublime. 
Jn vain on- lofty heels I tread. 
Aspiring to exalt my head : 
"With hoop expanded wide and light. 
In vain I 'tempt too high a flight. 

Me Phoebus in a midnight dream, 
AccQsting said, " Go shake your cream *\ 
3c humbly minded, know your post : 
Sweeten your tea, and watch your toast. . , 
Thee best befits a Jowly style : 
Te^h Dennis how to stir the guile t : 
With Peggy Dixon { thoughtful sit. 
Contriving for the pot and spit. 
Take down thy proudly swelling sails. 
And rub thy teeth, and pare thy nails : ' ' 

At nicely carving show thy witj 
But ne*er presume to eat a bit : 
Turn every way thy watchful eye. 
And every guest be sure to ply : 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 
Be these thy arts 3 nor higher aim 
Than what befits a rural dame. 

** But/ Cloacina, goddess bright. 

Sleek claims her as his right: 

And Smedley, flower of all divines, 
Shall sing the Dean in Smedley s lines/' 

• In the bottle, to malpe butter^ F. 

i|- The quantity of ale or beer brewed at one. ^imc, F 

J Mrs. DUon, the housekeeper. F. 
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I. Lest it may more quarrels broid^ 
I will never hear you read» 

II. By disputing, I will never. 

To convince you once endeavour. 

IIL When a paradox you stick to, 
I will never contradict you. 

IV. When I talk and you are heedless,^ 
I will show no anger needless. 

V. When your speeches are absurd, 
I will ne'er object a Word. 

^ VI. When you furious argue wrong, 
I will grieve and bold my tongue* 

VI L Not a jest or humourous story 
Will I ever tell before ye : 
To be chidden for explaining, 
When you quite mistake the meaning. 

VIII. Never more will I suppose. 

You can taste my verse or prose. 

IX. You no more at me shall fret. 
While I teach, and you forget. 

X. You shall never hear me thunder. 
When you blunder on, and blunder. 

XI. Show your poverty of spirit. 

And in dress place all your merit j 
Give yourself ten thousand airs; •• 
That with me shall break no squares. 
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XII. Never will I give advice, 

Till yon please to ask me thrice : 
Which if you in scorn reject, 
*Twill be just as I expect. 

Thus we both shall have our ends^ 
And continue special frieods. 



THE REVOLDTION AT MARKET-HILL. 
1730. 

From distant regions Fortune sends 
An odd triumvirate of friendsv; 
Where Phoebus pays a scanty stipend, 
^ Where never yet a codling ripen'd : 
l^ither the frantick goddess draws 
Three sufferers in a ruin*d cause : 
By faction banished, here unite, 
A Dean *, ^ Spaniard f, and a knight } j 
Unite, ttut on conditions cruel ; 
The Dean atid Spaniard find it too well^ 
Condemn*d to live in service hard $ 
On either side his honour's guard : 
The Dean to guard his honour's back. 
Must build ^, castle at Drumlack ; 
The Spaniard, sore against bis will. 
Must raise a fort at Market-hill. 
And thus the pair of humble gentry 
At north and south are posted sentry ^ 

* Dr. Swift. F. 

"I* Col. Harrj Letley, who served and lived loog ia Spain. F* 

% Sir Arthur Acheraa. F, 

a3 
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While^ in his lordly castle fixl, 
The knight triumphant reigns betwixU 
And, what the wretches most resent. 
To be his slaves, must pay him rent 3 
Attend him daily as their chief. 
Decant his wine, and carre his beef. 

Fortune t *tis a scandal for tliee 

To smile on those who are least worthy: 
Weigh but the merits of the three. 
His slaves have ten times more than he. 

Proud baronet of Nova Scotia ! 
The Dean and Spaniard must reproach ye : 
Of their two fames the world enoup^h rings : 
Where are thy services and sufferings ? 
What if for nothing once you kiss'd, 
Against the grain, a monarch siist ? 
What if, among the courtly (nbe» 
You lost a place, and sav'd a bribe ? 
And then in surly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year. 
And fierce against the Whigs barangu*d ? 
You never venturd to be hang'd. 
How dare you treat your betters thus? 
Are you to be compar d with us ? 
Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms| 
Our forces let us both unite. 
Attack the foe at left and right $ 
From Market-hiirs exalted head. 
Full northward let youf troops be led j 
While I froinrDrapier*s-4KK)ant descend. 
And lo the south my squadrons bend. 
New river walk with friendly shade 
Shall keep ray host in ambuscade ; 
While you, from where the basin standi 
Shall scale the rampart with your band»» 
Nor need we doubt the fort to win | 

1 hold iutelligeoce withio* 



True, lady Anoe no daager fiam. 

Brave anhe Uptou fan she wnrv | 

Then^ lest apon our fint attack 

Her valiant arm ahouM £one ns haick> 

And we of all our hqsea depri?*d ; 

I have a stratagem oootriv'd* 

By these eoabtoidef'd liigh»beel*d shoes • 

She shall be oH^pbt as in a tioosei 

So well contrived her toes to pkieh» 

She*ll not hare power to atir an ioeh : 

These gaudy shoes must Hanoah place 

Direct before her lady's &ce$ 

The shoes put oo> oar feithftd portmss 

Admits as m, to storm the fortress $ 

While tortured madam bound remains, 

Like Montezume* in goiden chains^ 

Qr like a cat with waloitts shod 

Stumbling at every step ahe trod. 

Sly hunters thus« in Borneo's isle. 

To catch a monkey by a wile. 

The mimick animal amuse; 

They place before him gtoves and shoes $ 

Which when the brute puts auk^ard on. 

All his agility is gone t 

In vain to^ri^k or elimib he ttiea i 

The huntsmen seize the grinning prize. 

But lee, us on our first assault 
Secure the larder and the vault : 
The. raliant Dennis * ypu amst fix dn. 
And ril engage with Peggy Dixoti f : 
Then, if we once can s^4Be the key 
And chest that keeps my kdy*s tea. 
They must surrender at discretion | 
iAnd« sopti aa^we h^ve gain'd posstMion, 
We 11 apt as other conquerors do, 
. Divide the realm between us twoj 

* Th? butler. Ft f The bouaekeqief . K 
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Then (let me fee) we'll make the knight . 
Oar derky for he can read and write; 
But mast not think, I tell him that. 
Like Loriooer * to wear his bat : 
Yet, when we diue without a friend. 
We'll phice him at the lower end. 
lifadam^ whoi^ skill does all in ditss lie, 
May seire to wait on Mrs. Lesley; 
Sat, lest it might not be so proper 
That her owu maid should overtop her. 
To mortify the creature more. 
We'll take her heels five inches lower. 

For Hannah, wheu we have no need of her. 
Twill be our interest to get rid of her: 
And, wtien we execute our plot, 
Tis best to hang her oo the spot; 
As all your politicians wise 
Despatch the rogues by whom they rise« 



TRAULUS. PAflTI. 

A DUL06UB BBTWBBN TOM AND BOBINf. l^SO, 

Tom. Sat, Robin, what can Traulus % naean 
By bellowing thus against the Dean ? 
Wh^ does he call him paltry scribbler,- 
PapiBt, and jacobite, and libeller : 
Yet canuot prove a single fact ? 
BoBiir. Forgive him, Tom; his head h crackl. 

* The agent. F. 

^ SoBiofRer.ClMirietLcftlejr* S« the aext poeni. Y. 



t*. What mischief can the Dean haVe done him^ 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on faioi ? 
Why must' he spatter^ spawl, and slaver it 
In vain against the peopie^s favourite? 
lievile that nation-saving paper, 
Wiiich gave the Dean the name of Drapier) 

R. Why, Tom, I think the case is plain | 
Party and spleen have turn'd hu brain. 

T. Such friendship never man profesa'd* 
The Dean was never so caressed j 
For Traulus long his rancour nun'd^ 
Till, God knows why, at last it bursL 
That (plumsy outside of a porter. 
How could it thus conceal a courtier ? 

R. I own, appearances are bad j 
Y^t still insist the man is mad. 

T. Yet many a wretdi tn Bedlam knows . 
How to distinguish friends from foei; 
And, though perhaps among the rout 
He wildly flings his fllth about. 
He still has gratitude and sap'ence, 
To spare the folks that give him lia*pence| 
Nor in their eyes at random pisaes. 
But turns aside like oiad Ulysses : 
While Traulus all his ordure scatters 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence comes these iocoosistenC flts f 

R. Why Tom, the man has lost his witSi 

Tm Agreed : and yet, when Towser snaps 
At people's heels with frothy chaps. 
Hangs down his head, and drops bb tail. 
To say he s mad will not avail | 
The neighbours all cry, ** Shoot him dead» 
Hang, drown, or knock ^im oo the bead/' 
So Traulus, when be first barangu*d, 
I wonder why he was not bang*d i 
For of the two, without dispute, 
Tow2jpr\s the less offensive bmte. 
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R. Tom, you mistake the matter quite ; 
Your barking curs will seldom bite ; 
And though you hear him stut^tut-tut-ter. 
He barks as fast as he can utter. 
He prates in spite of all impediment. 
While none believes that what he said he meant ;i 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue. 3 there's nothing in it. 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 
'^ Begs leave to rail, but, d«->n his blood \ 
He only meant it for your good : 
His friendship was exactly tim'd, 
He shot before your foes were prim'd. 
By this contrivance, Mr. Dean 5 
By G — I III bring you off as clean — ** 
Then letrhim use you e'er so rough, 
*' Twas all for love," and that's enough. 
But, though he sputter through a sessioUjL 
It never makes the least impression : 
Whate'er he speaks for madness goes, 
,With no effect on friends or foes. 

T. The scrubbiest cur in all the pack 
Can set the mastiff on your back. 
I o^n, his madness is a jest^ 
If that were all. But he's possest. 
Incarnate with a thousand imps. 
To work whose ends his madness pimps; 
Who o'er each string and wire preside. 
Fill every pipe, eaqh motion guides 
Directing every vice we find 
In Scripture to the Devil assigned ; 
Sent from the dark infernal region. 
In him Aiey lodge, and make him legi(»:in 
Of bretpren he's a false accuser; 
A slan€(erer, traitor, and seducer ; 
A fawning, base, trepanning liar i 
The marl^ peculiar of bis sire. ^ 
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Or, grant him but a drone at best; 
A drone can raise a hornet's nest. 
The Dean haci felt their stings before i 
And must their malice ne*er give o'er ? 
Still swarm and buzz about his nose ^ 
But Ireland's friends ne'er wanted foes* 
A patriot is a dangerous post. 
When wanted by his country most; 
Perversely comes in evil times^ 
Where virtues are imputed crimes. ' 
His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant; 
A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What spirit, since the world began. 
Could always bear to strive with man ' 
Which God pronounc'd, he never would. 
And soon convinc'd them by a flood. 
Yet still the Dean on freedom raves; 
His spirit always strives with slaves. 
Tis time at last to spare his ink. 
And let them rot, or hang, or sink. 



TRAULUS. PART II. 

Traulus, of an^phibious breed. 
Motley fruit of mungrel seed; 
By the dam fron^ lordlings sprung,. 
By the sire exha^d trom dung: 
Think on every vice in both, 
Look on him, and see their growth. 
View them on. the mother's side, 
Fiird with falsehood, spleen, and pride; 
Positive and overbearing, 
Changing stilly and suli adhering; 
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SpitefoU peevisb> rude> untoward^ 
Fierce in tongue> in heart a coward } 
When his fri^^ds he roost is hard on. 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon; 
Beputation ever tearing^ 
Ever dearest friendsfaip swearing $ 
Judgment weak> and passion strongs 
Always various, always wrong; 
Provocation never waits. 
Where he loves, or whefe he hates | 
Talks whate*er comes in his head; 
Wishes it were all unsaid. 

Let me now the vices trace, 
iProtd the fathers scoundrel race* 
Who could give the looby such-airs ? 
Were they masons, were they butchers ? 
Herald, lend the Muse an answer . 
^ From his atavtis aqd grandsire : 
This was dextrous at his trowel. 
That was bred to kill a cow well ; 
Hence the greasy clunisy mien 
In his dress and figure seen ; 
Henee the mean and sordid soul. 
Like his body, rank and foul > 
Hence that wild suspicious peep. 
Like a rogue tbat steals a sheep; 
Hence he learnt the butcher s guilv. 
How to cut your throat aud smile; 
Like a butcher, doom'd for life * 
In his mouth to wear bis knife | 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Lastly, let his gifts be try'd, 
Borrowed from the mason's side ; 
Some perhaps' may think him abla 
Jn the state to buU^ a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a station • 
To destroy t)ie pjd foundation. 

7 



THAULUS. PABTfK X8l 

True indeed, I should be gltfddef 
0)u)d he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at bis latter emd 
Mount alive, and dead deieeod ! 
In .him tell roe i^hich prevail. 
Female vices most, or male ? 
"What produced him, can you tell? . 
Human race, or imps of Hell ? 



ROBIN AND HARRY** 1730, 

itoBiN to beggars, with a curse, 
Throws the last shilling in his pur§e ; 
And, when the coachman cpnaes for pay. 
The rogue must call another.day. 

Grave Harry, when the poor are pressing, 
Gives them a ponriy, and Gods, blessing j 
But, always careful of the main. 
With twopf-nce left, walks home in rain. 

Robin from noon to night will prate. 
Run out in tongde,^ asT in estate ; 
And, ere a twelvemonth and a day„ 
Will not have one neW thing tp say. 
Much talking is not Harry s vice : 
He need not tell a story twice ; 
And, if he always b? so thrifty. 
His fund may last t9 five and fifty. 

k so fell out, that cautious, Harry, 
As soldiers use, for love' mu3t marry, 

, * Soat of Dr. Lesley. Harry was a colonel In the Spanish 
service. 

VOL. XI. R 
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And, with hU ixitat, the ocean cVdssM ; 
<A11 for Love, or the World well Lost!) 
JElepairs a cabin goni^ to ruin. 
Just big enough to shelter two in ; 
. And in his house^ if any body come. 
Will make them welcome to his modicum* 
Wlicre Goody Julia milks the cows, 
And boils potatoes fcMr her spouse ; 
Or dams his hose, or mends his breeches^ 
While Harry's fencing up his ditches. 

Robin, who ne*er his mind could fix 
To live without a coach and six, 
To patch his broken fortunes, found 
A mistress worth five thousand pound ^ 
Swears he could get her in an hour. 
If gaffer Harry would endow her^ 
And sell, to pacify his wrath, 
A birth-right for a mess of broth. 

Young Harry, as all Europe knoTX's^ 
Was long the quintessence of beaux i 
But, when espous'd he ran the fate 
That must attend the married state ; 
From gold brocade and shining armour. 
Was metamor^hos'd to a farmer j 
His grazier's coat with dirt besmeared ; 
Kor twice a week will shave hb beard. 

OJd Robin, all his youth a sloven, . 
At tifty-two, when he grew loving. 
Clad in a coat of paduasoy, 
A £axen wig, and waistcoat gay, 
Powder'd from shoulder down to flank^ 
In courtly style addresses Frank; 
Twice ten years older than his wif^^ 
Is doom*d to be a beau for life ; 
Supplying those defects hy dress. 
Which I most leave the world to gucin 
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TO BETTY THE GRISETTE. 1730. 

yuEEN of wit and beauty, Betty I 
Never may the Muse forget ye : 
Hqw thy^fkcb chanhs every shepherd^ 
Spotted over like a leopard 1 
And thy freckled t^ck, display'd> ' 
Envy breeds in every maid; 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow. 
Or on parchment ink tamd yellow;: ' 
Or a tawny speckled pippin, 
Shrl(^el*d with a winter's keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus despatched. 
Let me praise thy wit unmatcb*d. 

Set& of phrases, cut and dry. 
Evermore thy tongue supply. 
And thy memory is loaded , 
With old scraps from plays exploded r 
Stock'd vitb repartees and jokes, 
.Suited to all .christian folks:- 
Shreds of wit, and senseless rhymes, 
Blunder*d out a thousand times^ 
Nor wilt thou of gifts be sparing. 
Which, can ne'er be worse for wearing.. 
Picking wit among collegians. 
In the playhouse upper regions } 
Where, in eighteenpenny gallery, 
Irish nymphs learn. Irish raillery s 
But thy merit is thy failing* 
And thy raillery is railing. 
- Thus with talents well enduisd > 
To be scurrilous and rude j 
When you pertly raise your snout. 
Fleer, aod gibe, and laugh, and flouti^ 
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This amobg Hiberiiiao ssses 
For sh^r wit and humour passes. 
Thus indulgent Chloc, bit. 
Swears you have a world of wit. 



DPAT3 AUD DAI^HNE. 

TO AK AORKBABLf TOV^O XAPY« »t7T EXttCStttT 
LJBAS. >730. 

Death west npc^ aisfAemfl*da]r' 
At Pluto*s hall his tilHiH'to pair: 
The phantoDQ, faavini^ hucAbly Msf 
His grisly ro^ardi's'^soblJr'iSst, - 
Presented himihe w«ii^k|y bllU 
Of doctors, fevers^ lAaj^^s^ahd pills. 
Plato, observing sincb-this pe^ace 
The burial article de^tc^ifte; 
Ahd» vex'dltb sie-MAtitiikc^try; 
Dedar'd in council^ Ipiedth^ottust tnaf^> 
Vow'd he no longcroctold support^ 
Old bachelors fltxmt his cbhrt; 
The interest of his rediM hbd ' ^eisd 
That D^ath shoald ^ a niinoiertiiis breed ; 
Young Oeathlifigfrwha, by priikticc'madfc 
Prtjficient in their fathert thfilfe, ~ -^ 
With colonies might stbcfk'aV^on^ 
His large dominiotis^ nrfder groub^; 

A consult of cXMjbetlefebdoir 
Was caird, to rig hidl'dut a bean : 
From her own head Megaraf t^kfeli 
A periwig of tv^iiled^ sdsfktssV 
Which in the nicest fe'shtdn' curl'd, 
(liJLe toupetsldf this Uppfer world) 
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With flowers of sulphur powdcr'd well. 

That graceful on his shoaider» fell^ ' 

An adder of the sable itind 

In Hne direct hung down behind y 

The owl, the raven, and the. bat. 

Clubbed for a feather to his hat j 

His coat, a usurer's velvet pall. 

Bequeathed to Pluto, corpse and all. 

But, loth his person to expose 

Bare, like a carcase pick'd by crows, 

A lawyer o'er his hands and. face 

Stuck artfully a parchment case. 

No new flux,d rake show'd fairer sk^n; 

Nor Phyllis after lying in. 

With snuff .was fiird his ebon box. 

Of shin-bones rotted by the pox* 

Nine spirits of blaspheming fops, . ' 

With aconite anoint his chops; 

And give hijji words of dreadful sounds, ^ 

G — d d— ^n his blood ! and b — d and w— yds! 

Thus furnisiiVi out, he sent his train 
To take a house in Warwick-lane : 
The faculty, his humble friends, 
A complimental message sends ; 
Their president in scarlet gown '. 

Harangued, and welcom'd him to town. 

But Death hdd business to dispatch ; 
His mind was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Daphne's fame. 
Mis majesty of lerrours came, 
Fine as a colonel of the guards. 
To visit where fihe sate at c^rds: 
She, as he came into the room, • 
Thought him Adonis in his bloom. 
And now her heart with pleasure junapn^ 
She scarce remembers what is trumps j 
For such a shape of skin and bone 
Was never seen, except her own : 
r3 
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ChantTd with' his' eyes, and chin^ and snouV 
Her pocket glass drew silly out ; 
And grew enamout'd with her phiz, 
As just the counterpart o^ bis. 
She dar^ naby a private glance, 
A«id fteely made the first advance j 
Was of her beauty grbwrt so vain. 
She douhted not to win the swain. 
Nothing she thought cbuld' sooner gain him; 
Than with her wit to entertain hitn. 
She ask'd abdut her ffifeiKls below ; 
This meagre fopV that battered beau : 
"Whether some late departed toasts 
Had got gallants among the ghosts ? 
If Chloe were a sharper still 
As great as ever at quadrille ? 
' (The ladies there must heeds be rooks, 
For cards, we know, are Pluto*s books) 
If Florimel had found her love, 
For whom she hang'd herself above ? 
How oft a week was kept a ball 
Bv Proserpine at Pluto's ball ? 
She fancied these Elysian shades 
The sweetest pUce for masquerades : . 
How pleasant on the banks of Siyx, 
To troll It in a coach and six I 

What pride a female heart inflame? ! 
How endless are ambition's aims ! 
Cease, haughty nymph j the ^ates decree 
Death must not be a spouse for thee : 
For, when by chance the meagre shade 
. Upon thy hand his linger laid, ' 
Thy hand as dry and cold as lead. 
His matrimonial spirit fled $ 
He felt about his heart a datnp^ 
That quftfe extinguished Cupid'i^ lamp: 
Away the frighted" spectre scuds. 
And leaves my lady in the suds. 
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DAPHNE*. 

jDafhne knows, with equal case, , 
How to vex aod how to please 3 
But the folly of her sex 
Makes her sole delight to vex. 
Never woman oaore devis'd 
Surer ways to be despis'd; 
Paradoxes weakly wielding, 
Always conquered, never yielding. 
To dispute, her chief delight, 
With not one opinion right : 
Thick her argunients she lays on, 
And with cavils combats reason -, ' 
Answers in decisive way. 
Never hears what you can say : 
Still her odd perverseness shows 
Chiefly where she nothing knows ; 
And, where she is most familiar. 
Always peevisber and sillier : 
All her spirits in a flame 
When she knows she's most to blame. 

• Lord Orrery, in his Remarks, has given a singular represcnta* 
tion of his interview wltii Daphne. The lady, it seems, w%s pro'ttd 
of her portrait as drawn by the Dean; his lordship, in his polite* 
nest, could not see the least resemblance. She still persisting, that 
•he had rather be Daphne drawn by him, than Sacharissa by any 
other pencil, lord Orrery had no other way of retrieving bit error, 
than by whispering in her ear, as he was conducting hier down 
stairs to dinner, that indeed he found ** her hand at dry, as cold, 
as lead.^* I appeal to all the Daphnes ip both kingdoms whether 
his lordship might not very safely have compound^ the matter, 
and told her, that though her hand was cold, he still believed her 
heart was warm ; as the fruitful earth preserves its central heat, 
while virgin snow adorns its surface. Something of this sort might 
have been expected from t^m ekgamformarum tfictatsr. W« B. 
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Send me hence ten ^thousand miles^ 
From a face that always smiles : 
None coulci ever act that part. 
But a Fury in her heart. 
Ye who hate such inconsistence. 
To be easy, keep your distance: 
Or in folly still befriend her. 
Bat have no concern to mend her. 
Lose not time to contradict her. 
Nor endeavour to convict her. 
Never take it in your thought. 
That shell own, or cure a fault. 
Into contradiction warm her. 
Then, perhaps, you may reform her: 
Only take this rule along, 
Always to advise her wrong ; 
• And reprove her when she's right ; 
She may then grow wise for spile. 

No — that scheme will ne er succeed, 
' She has better learnt her creed : 
She*s too cunning, and too skilful, 
When to yield, and when be wilfuK 
Nature holds her forth two mirrors. 
One'- for truth, and one for errours : 
That looks hideous, fierce, and frightful ;. 
This is flattering and delightful : 
That she throws away as foul; 
Sit^ by this, to dress her soul. 

Thus you have {he case in view. 
Daphne, 'twixt the Dean and jrou. 
Heaven forbid he should despise theet 
But will never. more advise thee. > 
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THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 

A FABLB. ' BY !>£• X>£I.AIfY. 173a 

«« ... Quis iniqQK 
•* Tain patiens arbit« taitt fcrrcutj «t teaeat ae^** Jtry« 

Ik ancient ttmes, ar bards indite, 
(If<clerk8 have conn'd tlie records right) 
A Peacock reigti'd, whose glorious swajr , 
His subjects with ddight dbey : 
His tail was beauteous to behold^ 
Bepkte with goodly eyes and gold ; 
Fair emblem of that monareh*s guise^ 
Whose train at once is rich and wisej 
And princely rul'd heiniany regions. 
And statesmen wise) afid' valiant legions^ 

A Pheasant lori f; abttve the rest, 
With every grace and talent blest, 
Was sent to sway, with all his skill, 
The sceptre of a neighbouring hill f. 
No science was to him unknown. 
For all the arts were all' his own : 
In all the lining learned read^ 
Though more delighted with the dead ; 
For birds, if ancient talcs say true. 
Had then their Popes and Homers too ; 
Could read and write in prose and verse, 
And spea^c like *<*, and build like Pcarcc }, 
He knew their voices, and their wings. 
Who smoothest soars, who sweetest sings ) 

• t<ird Carteret, lord lieutenant of Ireland. F« 
flrelaidf. F; ' 

f A famous modern architect, who built the parllainent hoiist 
In Pubiin. F. 
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Wlio toils with ill-flcdg'd pens to cHmb> 

And who attained the true sublime: 

Their merits he could well descry. 

He had so eiequlsite an eye j • ' " 

And when that faild, to show them clear. 

He had as exquisite an car. ' ' ' 

It chancM» as on a day he stray'd, 

Beneath an academick shade^ 

He llk'd, amidst a thousand throats. 

The wildness of a Woodlark » ^ notes. 

And search*d, and sp/d, and sei?*d hb game^' 

And took him home, and made him tamej 

Found him on trial true and able, 

So eheer'd and fed him at his table. 

Here some shrewd critick finds Tm caaght> 
And cries out, " Better fed than taught"—* 
Then jests on game and tame, and reads 
And jests, and so my tale proceeds. , 

Long had he study *d in the wood. 
Conversing with the wise and good y 
His soul with harmony inspired. 
With love of truth and virtue fir*d : 
His brethren's good and Maker's praise 
Wer« all the study of his lays } 
Were all his study in retreat. 
And now employ'd him With the great. 
His friendship was the sure resort 
Of all the wretched at the court 3 
But chiefly merit in distress 
His greatest blessing was to bless.— 

This fix*d him in his patron s breastj^ 
But fir'd with envy all the rest ; 
I mean that noisy craving crew. 
Who round the court incessant flew. 
And prey*4 like rooks, by pairs and dozens* 
To flu the maws of sons and cousins ; 

•Dr.Dclany. F. 
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** llnmovM tbeir heart, and chilld tbcSr bloody. 

To every thought of common good^ , 

Confining every hope and care 

To their own low contracted sphere." 

These ran hiib down with ceaseless cry» 

Bqt found it bard to tell you why. 

Till his own worth and wit supply 'd 

bufficient"^ matter to deride : 

*' *Tis Envy's safest, surest rule. 

To hide her rage in ridicule : 

The vulgar eye she best beguiles. 

When all her snakes are dcck'd with smiles : 

Sardonick smiles, by rancour rais d I 

Tormented most when seeming pleased T* 

*1 heir spite had mor^ tliian half expir'd. 

Had he not wrote what all admir'd -, 

What morsels had their malice wanted, 

But that he built, and plann*d, and planted 1 

How had his sense and learning griey'd them. 

But that his charity reliev'd them ! / 

'* At highest worth dull Malice reaches. 
As slugs pollute the fairest f)eaches : 
Envy defames, as harpies vile 
Devour the food they first defile.** 

.Now ask the fruit of all his favour— 
** He wias not hithchta a saver."-'— 
What th^n could make their rage run mad ? . 
** Why what he hop'd, not what he had.. 

** What tyrant e*cr invented ropes. 
Or racks, or rods, to punish hopes ? 
Th* ioheiilance of Hope and Fame 
Is seldom Earthly Wisdom's aim^ 
Or, if it were, is not so small. 
But there is room enough for ^,** 
- If he bi^t chance to breathe a «ong, 
(He seldom sang, and never long). 
The noisy, rude, malignint crowd. 
Where it was high; pco&oiinc^d it loud : 
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Plain Truth Was Pride; and what was sillier^ 
Easy and Friendly was Familiar. 

Or, if he tun'd bis lofty lays, 
With solemn air to* Virtue's praise. 
Alike abusive and erroneous, 
They caird it hoarse anil, unhahnonious : 
Yet so it was to souls like theirs, 
Tuneless as Abd to the bears 1 

A Rook • with harsh malignant caw 
Began, was followed by,^ Daw f ; 
(Though some, who would be thought to know. 
Are positive it was a Crow) 
Jack Daw was seconded by Tit, 
Tom Tit J could write, and so he writj 
A tribe of tuneless praters follow. 
The Jay, the Magpie, and the Swallow; 
And twenty more their throats let loose, 
Down to the witless waddling Goose. 

Some peck'd at him, some flew, some fluttei'd. 
Some hiss'di some scream'd, and others mutter d: 
The Crow, on carifion wont to feast, ♦ 

The Carrion Crow condemned his taste: 
The Rook in earnest too, not joking. 
Swore all his singing was but croaking. 

Some thought they meant to show their wit. 
Might think so still— " but that they writ"-^ 
I Could it be spite or envy ;.— *'^No— 
" Whp did no ill» could have no foe.**— 
So Wise Simplicity esteem'd. 
Quite otherwise True Wisdom deem*d; 
This question rightly understood, . 
** What more pfovokes than, doing good ? 
' A soul ennobled aild refin*S 
■' Beproaches CYcry' baser mind : 

4 Dr, T— -r. T, ' f Wght Hon. RicH, Tighe. F. 



As strains exalted and melodious 
Make every meaner musick odious.**^*- 

At length the Nigbttngale '^ was heard» - 
Fbr voiee and wisdom long refer d» 
Esteem'd of all the wise and good, - 

The GoardiaD Genius of the wood : 
He long in discontent retired. 
Yet not ob6Cur*d» bat more admir*d ; 
His brethren*s servile souls disdaining. 
He liv*d indignant and complaining : 
They now afresh, provoke his xholer, • '' 

(It seeoDs the Lark had been his scholar, • 
A favourite scholar always near him. 
And oft had wak*d vbok nights to hear hirti) 
£nrag*d he canvasses the matter, • 
Exposes all their senseless chatter, 
Shows him and them in such a light, ' 

As more enflames, yet quells their spite. 
They hear his voice, and frighted fly. 
For rage had raised, it very high : 
Sham*d by the wisdom of his notes, 
They hide their heads, and bosh their throats. 



ANSWER TO DR. DELANY S FABLE 

OF TlIE-rHBASANt AKt>' TB£ LARK« 

In ancient times, the wise were able 
In proper tefms to write a fable : 
Their tales would always justly suit 
The characters, of every brute. 

^ Dm Swift. F* 
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The ass was duU, the lion braise, ' ' 

The stag was swift, the fox a knave; 

The 4aw a thief, the ape a droll. 

The houod would scent, the wolf would prolyl : 

A pigeon ^ould, if shown by Msop, 

Fly from the hawk, or pick his pease up. 

Far otherwise a great divine 

Has learnt his fables to refine : ^ 

He jumbles men and birds together. 

As if they all were of a feather r 

You see him ficst the peacock bring, 

Against all rules, to be a king'f 

That in his. tail he wore his eyes. 

By which he grew both, ric^ and wise. 

Now, pray, observe the DoGtor*s choice, 

A peacock chose for flight and voice : 

Did ever mortal see a peaooek 

Attempt a flight above a haycock ? 

And for hi^ singing. Doctor, you know^ • 

Himself complained of it to Juno. 

He squalls in such a hellish nois«, 

Hq frightens all the village hcryi. 

This peacock kept a standing force/ 

Jn regiments of foot and horse : 

S- Had statesmen too of every kind, 

V^Who waited on his eyes behind j 

And this was thought the highest post ; 
For, rule the rump, you rul^ the toa^t. 
The Doctor names but one at present. 
And he..of.a)l birds was a pheasant. 
This pheasant was a man of wit, 
Could read all books were ever writ 5 , • 
And, when among companions privy. 
Could quote your Cicero and Livy. 
Birds, as he sayis, and 1 allov^, " 
Were scholars then, as we are nowj 
Could read all volumes up to folios. 
And feed on fncassees and olios : 
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This Pheasant by the Peacock's will. 

Was viceroy of a nesghbouring hill; 

And« as he wander d in his park, 

He cbanc*d to spy a clergy Lark ; 

Was taken with bis person outward^ 

So pretUly he picked a cow-t— d : 

Then in a net the Pheas£hit caught himy 

And in his palace f(6d and taught him. 

The moral of the tale is pleasant. 

Himself the laxk, my lord the pheasant: 

A lark he is, and aueb a lark 

As never came from Noah*s ark : 

And though he had no other notion. 

But building, phinning, and devotion; 

Though 'tis a maicim you roust know, 

^ Who does no ill, can have no foc^*^ 

Yet how can I express in words 

The strange stupidity of birds f 

This lark was hated in the wood, 

Because he did his brethren good* 

At last the Nightingale comes in. 
To hold the Doctor by the chin : 
We all can find.out what he nneaos. 
The Worst of disaffected deans: 
Whose wit at best was next to none. 
And now that little next is gone. 
Against the court is always blabbing. 
And caUs the senate-house a cabin ; 
So dull, that but for spleen and spite. 
We ne'er should know that he could write ^ 
Wbo thinks the nation always erir'd. 
Because himself is not preferrM : 
His heart is through his libel seen^ 
Nor could his malice spare the queen : 
Who, had she known his vile beliavioiff'. 
Would ne'er have shown him so much favour, 
a 2 
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A noble loni * fatis t(4d^iiis pranks^ 
And well curves the natioD*s tbjinfo* 
O! would the senate deign to show 
^&esentineot <5p tbts pablic foe$ 
Oar NigbdngaliB migbt fit a cage. 
There let him starve; and vent his ng^^ 
Or, woQld they but in fetters bind. 
This enemy of humankind 1 
Harmonious Coiiee f, show thy ceal. 
Thou champtoQ for the cocamoaweai:' 
^or on a theme like this rqmie^ 
For once to wet thy pen divines 
Bestow that libeiler a lash. 
Who daily vends seditioas trtsh *: 
Who dares revile, the nation** wisdon# 
But in the praise of virtue is dumb : 
That scribbler lasfa^ whoaetther know* 
The turn of verse, nofi style of prote ; 
Wh^e malice, for the wont of eodi» 
Would have tts.loae osr English Snoods;' 
Who never ha^ oee/pub^c thought) 
Nor ever gave the poor a groat; 
One clincher mote, saad I have dovm^ 
I end my labours with) a pun. 
Jove send this Ntghtxngaie may faliy 
Who spends his day and night io gall! 
So, Nightingale and Larkadieuj 
I see the greeted owls in you 
That ever ^creech'd, or ever flew, 

• Lord Allen, th*«tme who is ncost liy XruAm* 
f A PttUia gairesstr. f. 
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TIJE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE, 

lE/T ATIS SVJB fifty- tWO^ 

A rich divine began to woo 

A handsome, young, imperious gir). 

Nearly related to an earl. 

Her parents and her friends consent, - 

The couple to the temple wen t : 

They first invite the Cyprian queen ; 

Twas answer*d, " She would not. be seen i" 

The Graces niext^ and aH the Muses, 

Were bid in ^orm, but sent excuses. 

Juno attended at the porch. 

With farthing candle for a torch ; 

While mistress Iris held her train. 

The faded bow distilling rain. 

Then Hebe came, and took her place. 

But show*d no more than half her face. 

Whate'er those dire forebodings meant,^ 
In mirth the wedding-day was spent ; 
The weddingday, you take nse right, 
I promise nothing for the night. 
The bridegroom, drest to make a figure^ 
Assumes an artificial vigour j 
A fiourish'd nightcap on, to grace 
His ruddy, wrinkled, smiling face ; 
Like the faint red upon a pippin. 
Half withered by a winter's keeping* 

And thus set out this happy pair. 
The swain is rich, the nymph is fair;^ « 
But, what I gladly would forget. 
The swain is old, the nymph cocjuette^ 
Both from the goal together start $ 
Scarce run a step^ btfrn-e^ they part ^ • • - • « 
S3 ' 
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Xo comiuoD HgamcDt that inods 

The various textures of their minds: 

Their thoughts and actions, hopes and feai\ 

Less corresponding thao their years. 

H«r spouse desires his coflTee sooq» 

She rises to her tea at noon. 

While he goes out to cheapett boojis^ 

She at the glass consults her looks: 

While Betty's huzziog in her car, 

Lord, what a dress these parsons wear I 

So odd a choice how could she mi^l 

Wished him a colonel for her sake. 

Then, on her fingers ends, she counlSf 

£xact, to what his age amounts. 

The Dean, she heard her unde sajr. 

Is sixty if he he a day ; 

His ruddy cheeks are no disguise; 

You see the crow's feet round his eyes. 
At one she rambles to the shops, 

To cheapen tea, and talk with fofM; 

Or calls a council of her maids. 

And tradesmen, to compare brocades. 

Her weighty morning business o'er. 

Sits down to dinner just at Ibur^ 

Minds nothing that is done or said* 

Her evening work so fills her head* 

The Dean, who us'd to dine at oa«^ 

Is mawkish, and hi^ stoqsiacb gone ; 

In threadbare gown, woUld scarce ai Vswse htM% 
. Looks like the chaplain of his hooaehoUr 

Beholds her, from the chaplaiii't place. 

In French bfoeades, apd Flapders lace; 

He wonders i^at einpk>y her brauii» 

But never a^jcsjtor asksi in vain,| 

His mind is full of other cafes, 
' And, in theaneaking parapn's/qinw 

Computes, that half a parish dws$ 

WiU hardly fi^ bia. wife in aiices. 
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Canst thoa imagioe, dull divide* 
Twill gain her iove, to make her fine> 
Hath she no olher wants beside? 
You raise desire^ as well as gride. 
Enticing coxcomba to adore> 
And teach her to despise thee more. 

If in her coach she'll condescend 
To place htm at the hinder end> 
Her hoo(^ is hoist above his nose, 
His odious gown would soil her clothes^ 
And drops him at the church, to pray. 
While she drives on to see the play. 
He, like an orderly divine^ 
Comes home a quarter after nine. 
And loeets her hasting to the ball : 
Her chairmen push him from the wall. 
He enters in> aitd walks up stairs. 
And calls the family to prayers ; 
Then goes lilone to take his rest 
In bed, where he can spare her best* 
At five the footmen make a dio> 
Her ladyship is just come in ; 
The masquerade began at two. 
She stole away with much ado ^ 
And shall be chid this afternoon. 
For leaving company so soon : 
Shell say, and she may truly say't. 
She can't abide to stay out late. 

But now, tho' scarce a twelvemonth married. 
Poor lady Jtine has tiirice miscarried. 
The cause, alas, is quickly guest ; 
The town has. whisper'd round the jest. 
Think on some remedy in time. 
You find his reverence past his prime* 
Already dwindled to a lath : 
No other way bat try the bath. 

For Venus, rising from the ocean. 
Infused a strong prdifick potion. 
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That mixd with Achelotis' springs 
The horned flood, as poets sing. 
Who, with an English beauty smitten. 
Ran under ground from Greece to Britain ; 
The genial virtue with him brought. 
And gave the nymph a plenteous draught; 
Then fled, and left his horn behind. 
For husbands past their youth to find : 
The nymph, who still with passion bam*^ 
Was to. a boiling fountain tumd. 
Where childless wives crowd every morn^ 
To drink in Achelous' horn. 
And here the father often gains 
That title by another s pains. 

Hither, though much against the grata. 
The Dean has carry *d iady Jane. 
He, for a while, would not consent, 
• But vow'd his money ail was spent: 
His money spent I a clownish reason I 
And roust ray lady slip her season? ■ 
The doctor, with a double fce» 
Was brib*d to make the Dean agree. 

Here all diversions of the place 
Are proper in my lady's case : 
- With which she patiently complies^ 
' Merely because her friends advise: 
His money and her time employs 
In musick, raffling rooms, and toys; 
Or in the? Cross- bath seeks an heir. 
Since others oft' have found one thete i 
Where if the Dean by chance appears^ 
It shames his cassock and his years. 
He keeps his distance in the gallery. 
Till bariish!d by some coxcomb*s raillery} 
For 'twould his character expose 
To bathe among the belles and beaux. 

So have I ^een, within a pen. 
Young ducklings fostered by a h^n; 
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But» when let out> they run and muddle^ 
As instinct leads them, in a puddle : 
The sober hen, not born to swim» 
'With moiamfal note clucks round the brim. 

The Dean^ with all his best endeavour. 
Gets not an heir, but gets a fever. 
A Tictim to the last essays 
Of vigour in deeliniog days» 
He dies, and leaves his mourning mate 
(What could he less?) his whole estate, 

The widow goes through alllier forms r 
New lovers now will come in swarms. 
O, may I see her soon dispensing 
Her favours to some broken cnsignri 
Him let her scarry, for his face, , 
And only coat of tarnish *d lace; 
To turn her naked out of doors. 
And spend her jointure on his whores ; 
But, for a parting present, leave her 
A rooted poit to last for ever I 



AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD; 

OB, rUM TR0B £KOLISH OBAN* TO BE HANGED 
FOR A I^APE. 1730. 

L 

yJuK brethren of England, who !ove us so dear. 
And in all they do for us so kindly /do mean, 

(A blessing upon them!) have sent us this year 
For the good of our church, a tree English dean. 

A holier priest ne'er was wrapt up in crape, 

The vrorst you can say, he committed a rape. 

* Dr. Tli0ma& SawbridgC} dean of Ferocs. F* 
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ir. 

In his journey to Dublin, he lighted af Chester* 
And there he grew fond of another fuan^s ^ifei^ 

Burst in toiler chamber, and wotild havecaressM her; 
But she valued her honoar much oiore than her life. 

She bustled, and struggled, and made her escape 

To a loom full of guests^ for fearof a rape. 

III. 

The Dean he pursued, to recover his game; . 

And now to attack her again he prepares t 
But the company stood in defence of the dame. 

They cudgelFd^ and cuft him, and kick'd himdovai 
stairs. 
His deanship was now In a damnable scrape^ 
And this was no time for committing a rape. 

To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goe$. 
And orders the landlord to bring him a whore; 

No scruple came on him his gown to expose^ 
*Twas what all his life he had practis*d befoie. 

He had made himself drunk with the jviice of the gra^ 

And got a ^ood clap, but committed no rape. 

V. 

The Dean, and his landlord, a jolly comraie^ 
Resolv'd for a fortnight to swim in delight ; 

For why, they had both been brought up to the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night. 

His landlord was ready his deanship to ape 

In every debauch, but committing a rape^ 

VI. 
This protestant zealot, this English divine^ 

In church and in estate was of principles ^cKiiid; 
Was truer than Steele to the Hahover line. 

And griev'd that a tory should live a5o«e^ouiil. " 
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Shall a subject so loyal be hang'd by the nape. 
For no other crime but comtnitting a rape ? 

VII. 

By pid popisb canons, as wise men have penned *eWp 
£acb priest had a concubine, Jure ^cc/esue ; 

Wbo*d be dean of Femes without a cprnmcndofn? 
And precedents we- can produce, if it please ye: 

Then why should the Dean, when whores are so cheap. 

Be put to. the peril and toil of a rape ? 

VFIL 

If fortune should please but to take such a crotchet ' 
(To thee I apply, great Smedley's successor) 

To give thee lawn steeves, a raiire, and rochet, 
Whom wiuldst thouTesemble? I leave thee a guesser. 

But I only behold thee in Atherton's * shape. 

For s^odomy hang'd : as thou for a rape. 

IX. 

Ah f dost thou not envy the brave, colonel Chartres, 
Condemned for thy crime at threescore and ten ? 

To hang him, all England would lend him t hei r garters. 
Yet he lives, and is ready to ravish agaip. 

Then throttle thyself with an^ell of strong tape. 

For thou hast not a groat to atoue for a rape. 



The Dean he was vex*d that his whores were so willing : . 

He long*d for a girl that would struggle and squall j 
Be ravish'd her fairly, and sav*d a good shillings 

But he^e was to pay the devil and all. 
His trouble and sorrows now come in a heap, 
Aod hanged he must be for committing a rape. 

* A bishop of Waterford, of infamous character. H. 
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XI. 
If maidens are ravished, it is their own choices 

Why arc they so wilful to straggle with men ? 
If they would but lie<]uiet, and stifle tlrexr voices 
. No devil nor Dean could ravish them then. 
Nor would there be need of a strong h^oipeB capr 
Tied round the Dean*s neck for conmuttliig a rape« 

XIL 
Onr church and our state dear England maintaio^. 

For which all true Protestant hearts should be glad: 
She sends us our bishops, our judgesi and deans^ 

And better would give us, if better she had. 
But, lord ! how the rabble will stare and will gape* 
When the good English dean is hang'd up for a rape. 



ON STEPHEN DUCK, 

THE THRESHER, AND FAVOUKITB FOET« 
A ttUIBBLIXG EPIGRAM. T730. 

The thresher Duck could « er the queen prevail. 
The proverb says, *' no fence against a flail." 
From threshing com he turns to thresh his braiiibr 
Pbr which her majesty allows hun grains: 
ThoHgh 'tis confest, that those, who ever saw 
His poems, think them not all worth a strawl 

Thrice happy Duck, emplo/d in threshmg stttbhtel- 
Th^ toiU^ lessenM, and thy profits dbaba/e:^ 
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X^ iVK hours (and who can do it less in ?) 
By haughty Cslia spent in dressing ; 
The goddess from her chamber issues, 
Ar;ay'd in lace, brocades, and tissues. 

Strephon,who found the room was void^ 
And Betty otherwise era ploy'd, 
Stole in, »nd took a strict survey 
Of all the litter as it lay : 
"Whereof, to make the matter clear> 
An inventory follows here. 

And, first, a dirty smock appear'd. 
Beneath the armpits well besmeared; 
Strephon, the rogue, displayed it wide* 
And turnUit round on every' side: 
On such a point, few words are best. 
And Strephon bids us guess the rest ; 
But swears, how damnably* the men lie 
In calling Caelia swe<5t and cleanly. 

Now listen, while he next produces 
The various combs for various uscs^ 
Fiird up with dirt so closely fixt. 
No brush could force a way betwixt ; 
A paste of composition rare, 
' Sweat, dandrifF,' powder, lead, and hair t 
A forehead-cloth with oil npon*r. 
To smooth the wrinkles on her front : 

• A defence of " The I^^y's Dressing Room,'* by some ra«e- 
tlous £Hen4. of 'onr author, is prifitedin FauUrnep's editibni;'^ 
which, after a humorous travestie of ten lines only of*' Hdracl's 
** Art of Poetry,'* decides clearly that there arc ten times more 
slovenly expressions jn those > ten lines «f Horace^ thaA ia H» 
ifrholepoemofQr.SwiCt, fU 

YOU XI* V 
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Here alum-flower, to stop the steams 
Exbard from sour unsavoury streams ; 
There night-gloves made of Tripsey's hld^, 
Bequeath'd by Tripsey when she died ; 
With puppy- water, beauty's help, 
DistiU'd from Tripsey *s darling whelp. 
Here ga^llipots and vials plac'd, , 
. Some filVd with washes, some with paste ; 
Some with pomatums, paiots, and slops. 
And ointments good for scabby chops. 
Hard by a filthy basin sta^nds, 
Foul'd with the scouring of her |iands: 
The basin takes whatever comes. 
The scrapings from her teeth and gums, 
A nasty compound of all hues, 
For here she spits, and here she spews. 

But, oh ! it turn'd poor Strephon*s bowels. 
When he beheld and smelt the towels, 
Begumm'd, bematter'd, and beslim'd, 
With dirt, and sWeat, and earwax grim'd -, 
No object Strcphon*s eye escapes ; 
Her petticoats in frowzy heaps 3 
Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot. 
All varnish'd g'er with snufF and snot. 
The stockings why should i expose, 
Stained with the moisture of her toes *, 
Or greasy coifs, or pinners reeking, 
Which Caelia slept at least a waek in ? 
A pair of tweezers next he -found, 
To pluck her brows in arches round; 
Or hairs that sink the forehead low. 
Or on her chin like bristles grow. 

The virtues we must not let pass 
Of C«lia s magnifying-glass -, 
When frighted Strephon cast hi& eye on*t, 
It sbow'd the visage of a giant: 

• V/u <* mark^of stinklpg tow." , H* 
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A glass that can to sight disclose 
The smallest worm in Caelia's nose, 
And faithfully direct her nail 
To squeeze it out from head to -tail > " 
For, catch it nicely by the head, 
It must come out, alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you tell the rest? 
And must you needs describe the chest ? 
That ca|*eless wench 1 no creature warn her 
To movlp it out from yoncjer corner ! 
But leaV^ it standing full in sight. 
For you io exercise your spite ? 
Jn v«in the workmi^n show'd his wit. 
With lings and hinges counterfeit. 
To make it seem in this disguise 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes : 
Which Strephon ventar'd to look in, 
Besolv'd to go through thick and thin. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more. 
He smelt it all the time l?efore. 
• As, from within Pandora's box. 
When Epimetheus op*d the locks, 
A sudden universal crew 
~ Of human evils upward flew. 
He still was comforted to find 
That hope at last remain'd behind: 
So Strephon, lifting up the lid. 
To view what in the chest was hid, ^ 
The vapours flew from out the vent ; 
But Strephon, cautious, never meant . 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 
And foul his hands in search of hope. 
O ! ne er may such a vile machine 
Be once in Caelia's chamber seen 1 
O ! may she better learn to keep 
Those '*^ secrets of the hoary deep *•** 

• Milton« 
t3 
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As mutton-CQtlets, prime of meat. 
Which, though'with art, you salt and beat^ 
As laws of cookery require. 
And roast them at the clearest fire ; 
If from adown the hopeful chops 
The fat upon the cinder drops. 
To stinkiag^ smoke it turns the flame. 
Poisoning 'the flesh from whence it came. 
And up exhales a greasy stench. 
For which you curse the <:areless wench : 
So things which must not be*exprest, 
When plump*d,into the reeking' chest. 
Send up an excremental smell 
, To taint the parts from whence they fell : ' 
The petticoats and gown perfume. 
And waft a stink round every room. 

Thus finishing his grand survey^ 
Disgusted Strepfaon stole away } 
Bepeating in bis amorous fits, 
*«Oh! Caelia, Caelia, Caeliafib— r 
But Vengeance, goddess never sleeping^ 
Soon punishM Strephon for his peeping r 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he sees- with all her stinks ; 
And, if unsavoury odours fly. 
Conceives a lady standing by. 
All women his description fits. 
And both ideas jump like wits ; 
By viciqus fancy coupled fast* 
And still appearing in contrast. 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind 
To all the charms of woman kind. 
Should I the Queen of Love refuse, 
Because she rose from stinking ooze? 
To him that looks behind the scene, 
Statira*s but some pocky quean. 

When Caelia all her glory shows. 
If Strephon would but stop his nose» 
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(Who now so impiously blasphemes 

Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams. 

Her washes, slops, and tvtry clout, 

"With which he makes so fonl a rout 5) 

He soon will l^arn to think like me. 

And bless his ravish'd eyes to see 

Such order from confusion sprung. 

Such gaudy tulips raised from dung. 



THE POWER OF TIME. 1730- 

If neither brass nor rtiarble can withstand 
The mortal force of Time's destructive handj 
IP mountains sink to vales, if cities die. 
And lessening rivers mourn their fountains dry; 
When my old cassock (said a Welsh divine) 
Is out at elbows j why should I repine ? 



ON MR. PULTENEY'S BEING PUT OUT OF 
THE COUNCIL. 1731. 

Sir Robert, weary*d by Will Pulteney's teazings. 
Who interrupted him in all his leasings, 
Resolv'd that Will and he should meet no more> 
Full in his face Bob shuts the council door 5 
Nor lets him sit as justice on the bench, 
Topuriish thieves,, or lash a suburb- wench. 
Y6t still St. Stephen's chapel open lies 
For Will to enter— What shall I advise ? 
Ev'n quit the Housb, for thou too long has sat in*t. 
Produce at last thy dormant ducal patent; 
T 3. 
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There, near thy masters throne in shelter plac'd. 
Let Will aoheard by thee his thunder waste. 
Yet still I fear your work is done but half: 
For, while he keeps his pen, you are not safe. 

Hear an old fable, and a dull one too; 
It bears a moral, when apply 'd to you. 

A hare had long escap*d pursuing hounds 
By often shifting into distant grounds ; • 
Till, finding all his artifices vain, 
To save his life he leap'd into the main. 
But there, alas! he could no safety find, 
A pack of dogfish had him in the wind. 
He scours away; and, to avoid the foe, 
Descends for shelter to the shades below: 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den, 
(He had not seen a hare the Lord knows when) 
Out bounc'd the mastiff of the triple head; 
Away the hare with double swiftness fled ; 
Hunted from earth, and sea, and Hell, lie flies/ 
(Fear lent him wings) for safety to the skies. 
How was the fearful animal distrest ! 
Behold a foe more fierce than all the rest : 
Sirius, the swiftest of the -heavenly pack, 
Faild but an inch to seize him by the back. 
He fied to earth, but first it cost him dear : 
He left his scut behind, and half an ear. 

Thus was the hare pursu'd; though free from guilt ; 
Thus, Bob, shalt'thou be mauVd, fly where thou wilt. 
Then, honest Robin, of thy corpse beware; 
Thou art not iialf so nimble as a hare : 
Too ponderous is thy bulk to mount the sky : 
Nor can you go to Hell, before you die. 
So keen thy hunters, and thy scent so strong. 
Thy turns and doublings cannot save thde long *. 

* This hunting ended in die pioaiotjoB ef WHl and Bdb. Bob * 
was no Jonger first minister, but earl of Orford i aB4 Will wa» A^ 
longer his oppooeat, but carl of Bath. H* 
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EPITAPH 

ON FREDERICK DUKB OP SCHOMBERG *. 

Hie infra situm est corpus 

FREDERICI DUClS DE SCHOMBERG. 

ad BUDJNDAM occisi, A.D. 1690. 

DECANUS ct CAPITULUM maximopere etiam 

atque etiam petierunt^ 

Ut H^REpEs Ducis moDumentdm 

In memoriaro PARsifTis erigendum ctirarent : 

Sed postqoaro per epistolas, per amicos^ 

diu ac s£pe orando nil profec&re ; 

Huuc demum lapidemipsi statuerunt^ 

t 8a J tern ut scias, hospes^ 

Ubinana tcrrarum SCONBEROENSIS cinercs 

delitescunt. 

" Plu$ potuit ^ma virtu tis apud alienos, 

^ . Quam sanguinis proximitas aptid suos." 

A.D. J 731. 



. * The duke was unhappily kilkd, In crossing the river Boyne, 
July I, 1690$ and was buried in St. Patrick*s cathedral j vi^ere 
the dean and chapter erected a small monument to his honour, at 
their own expense. , JH« * , " 

' t The words that Dr. Swift first coaduded ths epitaph with 
were, f Saltern ut sciat viator indigna^unidttSy ^^aii io ceUai^ 
tanti ductoris clncret delitescunt." if. 
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CASSINUS AND PETER. 

A TRAGICAL ELEGY. 1731. 

1. w<J college sophs of Cambridge growth, 
^Both special wits, and lovers both, 
Conferring as they us*d to naeet 
On love, and books, and rapture sweet ; 
(Muse, find me names to fit my metre, 
Cassinus this, and t other Peter) 
Friend Peter to Cassinus goes. 
To chat a while, and warm his nose : 
But such a sight was never seen, 
The lad lay swallow*d up in spleen. 
He seem*d as just crept out of bed 5 
One greasy stocking round his head. 
The other he sat down to darn 
With threads of different coloured jrarn j 
His breeches torn, exposing wide 
A ragged shirt and tawny hide. 
Scorch'd were his shins, his legs were bare,^ 
But well embrowned with dirt and hair» 
A rug was o*er his shouldej-s thrown, 
(A rug, for nightgown he had none) 
His Jordan stood in noanoer fittipg 
Between his legs jto spew or spit in ; 
His ancient pipe,) in sabl6 dy*d. 
And half unsmo^*d, lay by his side. 

Him thus accoutred Peter found,' 
With eyes in smoke and weeping drown'd ; 
The leavings of his last night*s pot 
On embers plac*d, to drink it hot. 

Why, Cassy, thou wilt dose thy pate: 
What makes thee lie abed so late ? 



The finch, the linnet, and the thrusb. 
Their matins chant in every bush: 
And I have heard thee oft salute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven send thou hast not got the hj'ps ! 
How ! not a word come from thy lips ? 

Then. gave him some familiar thumps; 
A college joke, to cure the dumps. 

The swain at last, with grief opprest, 
Oy'd, Caelia 1 thrice, and sigh*d the rest* 

Dear Cassy, though to ask I dread. 
Yet ask I must; — Is Caelia dead ? 

How happy -I, were that the worst. 
But I was faied to be curst ? 

Come, tdl us, has she play'd the whore ? 

O, Peter, would it were no more ! 

"Why, plague confound her sandy locks! 
Say, has the small or greater pox 
Sunk down her nose, or seam'd her facet 
Be easy, 'tis a common case. 

O; Peter! bcauty*s but a varnish. 
Which time and accidents will tarnish: 
But Caelia lias contriv'd to blast 
Those beauties that might ever last. 
Nor can imagination guess. 
Nor eloquence divine express. 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My purest passion has betrayed : 
Conceive the most envenom'd dart 
To pierce an injur'd lover's heart. 

Why, bang her 5 though she seem so coy, 
I know she loves the barber's boy. 

Friend Peter, this I could' excuse. 
For every nymph has leave to choose 5 
Nor have 1 reason to complain. 
She loves a more deserving swain. 
But, oh 1 how ill hast thou divin'd 
A crime, that shocks all humankind 5 
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A deed unknown to female race. 
At \vhich the sun should hide his face : 
Advice in vain you v^'ould apply — 
Then leave me to despair and die. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
These elegies and sonnets bum $ 
And on the marble grave these rhymes, 
A monument to aftertimes. — 
** Here Cassy lies, by Caelia slain. 
And dying never told his pain.*' 

Vain empty world^ farewell. But hark. 
The loud Cerberian triple bark : 
And there— behold Alecto stand, 
A whip of scorpions in her hand : 
Lo, Charon, from his leaky wherry 
Beckoning to waft me o'er the ferry. 
-I come ! I come 1 Medusa see 
Her serpents* hiss direct at me. 
Begone; unhand me, hellish fry : 
*' Avaunt — ye cannot say *tis 1 *." 

Dear Cassy, thou must purge and bleed ; 
I fear thou ^ilt be mad indeed. 
But noWj by friendship's sacred laws, 
I here conjure thee, tell the cause j 
And Calia's horrid fact relgite : 
Thy friend would gladly share thy fate. 

To force it out, my heart must rend: 
Yet when conjurd by such a friend — 
Think, Peter,, how my soul is rack'd ! 
These eyes, these eyes, beheld the fact. 
Now bend thine ear, since' out it must > 
But, when thou seest me laid in dust. 
The secret thou shalt ne*er impart,, 
Kot to the nymph that keeps thy heart i 
(How would her virgin soul bemoan 
A crime to all her sex unknown !) 

• Macbeth. ' H* 
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J>Ior whisper to thtf tattling reeds 

The blackest of all female deeds j 

Nor blab it on the lonely rocks. 

Where £cho sits, and listening mocks; 

Nor let the Zephyr's treacherous gale 

Through Cambridge waft the direful tale; 

Nor to the chattering fcatherM race 

Discover Gaelia's foul disgrace. 

But, if you fail, my spectre dread. 

Attending nightly round your bed— ^ 

And yet I dare confide in youj ^ v j^ 

So take my secret, and adieu. 

No wonder how I lost my wits : 

Oh I. Caelia, Caelia, Galia sh— ! 



A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMPH 
GOING TO BED. 

WRITTEN FOR THE HONOUR 01^ THB FAIR SEX: 

(JoRiNNA, pride of Drury-lane, 
For whom no shepherd sighs in vain j 
Nerer did Cbvent-garden boast 
So bright a batter*d ^trolling toast ! 
No drunken rake to pick her up j 
No cellar, -wJjcre on tick to sup ; 
Beturning ^t the midnight hour. 
Four stories climbing to her bower j 
Then, seated on a tbree-legg'd chair. 
Takes off her artificial hair J 
Now picking out a crystal eye. 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
. Her eyebrows from a mouse's hide 
Stuck on with art on either side, 
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Pulls ofF with care, and first displays 'eak^ 
Then in a phj book smoothly lays 'cm. 
Now dextrously her plumpers draw$» 
That serve to fill her hollow jaws. 

' Untwists a wircj and from her gums 
A set of teeth completely comes s 
Pulls out the rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely goddess 
Unlaces next her steel -ribb'd bodice. 
Which, by the operator's skill. 
Press down the lumps, the hollows fill. 
Up goes her hand, and off she slips 
The bolsters that supply her hips, 
AVith gentlest touch she next explores 
Her shankers, issues, running sores , 
Eifects of many a sad disaster. 
And then to each applies a plaster : 
But must, before she goes to bed, 
BubofF^the daubs of white and red, 

. And smooth the furrows in her front 
With greasy paper stocfc^upon t. 
She taices a bolus; ere she sleeps; 
And then between two blankets creeps* 
With pains of love tormcoted lies j 
Or, if she chance to ^lose her eyes. 
Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams*. 
And feels the lash, and faintly screams >, 
Or, by a faithless bully drawn. 
At some hedge-tavern lies in pawnj 
Or to Jamaica seems transported 
Alone, and by no planter courted j 
Or, near Fleet ditdSs oozy brinks. 
Surrounded Vith a Imndred stinks. 
Belated, seems on WA^eh to lie. 
And snap some cully, passing by ; ' 
Or, struck with fear, her fancy runs 
On watchmen^ coDstables^K aod duui^ . -^ 
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1?Tom whom she meets with frequent rubs^ 
But never fVom reiigious clubs, 
"Whose favour she is sure to find, ' 
Because she pa/s them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful sight I ' 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked rat her plaster stole, 
Half eat, and dragged it to his hole. 
The crystal eye, alas 1 was miss'd i 
And puss had on her plumpers p-^-ssM^ 
A pigeon pick'd her issue-peas : 
And Shock her tresses iird with deas^ 

The nymph, though in this mangled plight. 
Must cTery morn her limbs unite* 
But how shall I describe her arts 
To re-collect the scattered parts? , 
Or show the anguish, toil, and pain. 
Of gathering up herself again-? 
The bashful Muse will never bear 
In such a scene to interfere. 
Corinna, in the morning disen'd. 
Who sees, will spew; who smells, be poisoned. 



STRJEPHON AND CHLOE. 1731. 

Of Chloe all the town has rung> 
By every size of poets sung : 
So beautiful a nymph appears 
But once in twenty thousand years; 
By Nature form'd with nicest care. 
And faultless to a single hair. 
Her graceful mien,, her shape, and face, 
Confessed her.oif no mortal race; 
vox,. XI. V 
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And thea {» nice, attd sp genteel; 

Such cleanliness froia faeqd to heel i 

No humours gfoss, or frouiy sttsams). 

No noisome Whiffs, t>r sweatf streaois^ 

Before, b^bind, above, below, 

Could from h^r tailrtleBs body flow : 

Woulfl so discreetly tlnngs dispose, 

Nonp ever saw her pltick a rose. 

Her dearest conmdes n^ter eauglit det 

Squat on her 4iams^ to make inaid's watei; : 

You*d swear that so divi&e a ^1^4^^^ 

Felt no nece^rtfes df iiature. 

In sunaci^ had she walkM the town^ 

Her armpits wevdd adt slain her gowe : 

At counuy-daneesf -not a nose 

Could in the dogdays smell her toes. 

Her milkwhif^ bands, b^th palnis w[\d hacks, 

Like ivqry dry^ And soft as wax. 

Her hands, the softest evter fdt. 

Though cold would bum, though dry woiil^ odelt. 

Dear Venus> bide this wondroife maidy 
JJor Itit h^ loose to spbil ytmr.trade. 
While she engrosses every swain, 
ypu but o*cr half the world qin reign. 
Think what a case all fnei^ are npw in, 
What ogling, sighing, toasting, rowing ! 
WJiat powdered wigs ! what flaipes and daiits ! 
What hampers fu}l of bleeding hearts I 
What sWordknaft ! tjrhat poetick strains! 
What billet-doux, s^nd clouded canes I 

But Strephdh At^*^ ^ ^^^ ^^A ^^9l^$» 
He ble^v a settlement aloog 5 • « » 
And bravely dtoVt his nvala dowii 
With coach %Syd si^, and hotise in toWii« 
The bashful hyfnl>b DO (bore Withslands^ 
Because her dear{>afilf cbminands. 
The charming ebupHe flow unites ; 
Proceed we to ^ Infan^age rit6f . 



tmfrimii, -iit thi^ tem^kpoecM 
Stood Hynieh. with ^ ikunibg torieh: 
The smilmff Cy|iriaB Goddeasi bcinga 
Her infant loves with pMirplo winga : 
And pigeodft billing» spjmrows ^Keadiag, 
Fair emblem^ of a froitfol wadding. 
The Muses next in order follow. 
Conducted by thoir squire^/ Apollo: 
Then Mipnsixry with silver tongue j 
And Hebe, goddast ever youne. 
Behold, tbcbridegroooi and his \ffido. 
Walk hand ia hand; and side \iy, aide 5 
She, by the tender Graces dcest. 
But he, by Mari» in searlet vest. 
The nymph was ooVefd with her yianonetan. 
And Phoebvu sung th* epithalamiuni- 
And last, to make the matter sure» 
Dame Juno brought a priest demure, 
Luna was absent, on pretence 
Her time was not till nine monthsi hence. 

The rites pevfohn'd, the parson pai4» 
In state returned the grand parade ; 
With loud huzzas from all the boys, 
^hat now the pair must orown their joys* 

But still the baldest part remains : 
Strephon had long perplex*d his brains. 
How with so high a nymph he might 
Demean himself the wedding-nigl^ : 
For> as he vie^*d his person round. 
Mere mortal flesh w^ ^H ^^ found : 
His handy his necki his p)ooth,and ^t^ 
Were duly washed, to k«ep them sweety 
With other parts tliat shall be nameless, 
IChe ladies else might think me shameless* 
The weather ai^d his love were hot } 
And, should he struggte, i know what—* 
Why, let it go, if I miist tell it-^ 
He'll sweat, and tbgn the nymph niay smell it| 
v2 
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While she^ a goddess djM m grain^ 
Was unsusceptible of stain. 
And, Venas like> her fragraQt skia 
Exhal'd ambrosia from within. 
Can such a deity endure 
A mortal human touch impure ? 
How did the humbled swain detest 
liis prickly beard, and hairy breast ! 
His nightcap, bordered rouoid with lace> 
Conld give no softness to his face. 

Yet, if the goddess could be kind. 
What endless raptures must he find I 
And goddesses have now and thea 
Come down to visit noortal men ^ 
To visit and to court them too : 
A certain goddess, God knows who, 
(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took colonel Peleus to her bed* 
But what if he should lose his life 
By venturirig on his heavenly wife I 
(For Strephon could remember weH» 
That once he heard a schoolboy tell, . 
How Semele, of mortal race. 
By thunder died in Jove's embrace.! 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning shot from Chloe's eyes \ 

While these reflections 'fiU'd his head„ 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He follow'd,,stript, and in he crept, - 
But awfully his distance kept. 

Now/' ponder well, ye parents dear i** 
Forbid your daughters guaalibg beer i 
And make- them every afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it soon -, 
That, ere to bed they veolui-e up. 
They may discharge it every sup> 
If not, they roust in evil plight 
^3 Q&en forced. to. rise at.night. 
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Keep them to wholesome food confm*cl| 
^or let them taste what causes wind: 
*Tis this the sage of Samos means, 
Forbidding his diseiples beans. 
1 think what evils must ensue ^ 
Miss Moll the jade will burn it blue : 
And, when she once has got the art. 
She cannot help it for her heart j 
But out it #ie9» ev'o when she meets 
Her bridegroom in the wedding-sheets. 
Carminative and diuretiek 
Will damp all passion sympathetick : 
And Love such nicety requires, 
One blast will put out all his ikes. 
Since husbands get behind the scenft. 
The wife should study to be clean 5 
Nor give the smallest room to guess 
The time when wants of nature press; 
But after marriage practise more 
Decdrom thaa she did before; 
To keep her spouse deluded still, 
And make him fancy what she will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 
•Tis time to show how things w.ent th^re. 
StrephoR, who had been often told 
That fortune still assists the bold, 
Resolved to make the JSrst attack j 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 
How could a nyn>ph so chaste as Chloe, 
With constitution coid and snowy. 
Permit a brutish man to touch her? 
Blv'n lambs by instinct fly the butcher. 
Besiftance oh the wedding-night 
Is what our maidens claim by right : 
And Chloe, 'tis by all agreed. 
Was maid in diought, in woid, and deed. 
Yet some assign a dijOferent reason ; 
That Strephob chose no proper season. 
V 3 
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Say, j&ir ones, ratist I mak«:a paosej, 
Or freely tell the secret cause ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I speak) 
Had now constraiu'd the nymph to leak* 
This point must needs be settled first : 
The bride must either void or burst* 
Then see the dire effects of pease i . 
Think what can give the colick ease. 
The nymph oppressed before^ behind, : 
As ships are toss*d by waves and wind. 
Steals out her hand, by nature led, 
And brings a vessel into bed ; 
Fair utensil, as smooth, and white 
As Chloe*s skin, almost as bright. 

Strephon, who heard the fuming ril) 
As from a mossy cliff distil, 
Cry*d out. Ye <jods I what sound is this I 
Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe, — >— ? 
-But when he spaelt a noisome steam. 
Which oft* attends that lukewarm streaxp s 
(Salerno both together joins. 
As sovereign medicines for the loin$ j) 
And though coijtriv'd, we may sappose. 
To slip his ears, yet struck his nose : 
He found her, while the scent increas*4j 
As mortal as himself at least. 
But soon, with like occasions pressed, . 
'He boldly sent his hand in quest. 
(Inspired with courage from his bride) 
To reach the pot on t* other side : 
And, as he fill'd the reeking vase. 
Let fly 4 rouser iti her face.. 

The little Cupids hovering round, 
(As picturies prove> with garlands crown*d) 
Abash*d at what they saw and beards 
Flew off, nor ever more appear'd. 

Adieu to ravishing delights, 
Higli raptpres, an4 rpfnantick flights ; 
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To goddesses 80 heavei^ly sweet/ 

Expiring shepherds at tiieir feet } ; 

To silver meads and shady bowers. 

Dressed up with amaranthine flowers. 

Haw great a change ! how quickly m#de ! 
They learn to call a spa^e a spade. 
They soon from all oonstraint are freed 3 
Can see each other do their need. 
On box of cedar sits the wife, 
And makes it warm for dearest life; 
And, by the beastly way of thinking. 
Find great society in stinking. 
Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homeliest strains ^ 
And Chloe, more experienced grown. 
With interest pays him back his own. 
No maid at court is less asham'd, 
Howe'er for selling bargains fam*d. 
Than she to name b^r partis behind^ 
Or when abed tp let out wind. 

Fair Decency, celestial waid ! 
Descend from Heaven to Beauty's aid '• 
Though JJeauty may b^get desire, 
Tis thou must fan the L<iver*s fire : 
For Beauty, like sgprcine dpjiiiftipn, 
Js best i^ppported by Opinion 5 
if Decency bring no supplies. 
Opinion fall's, and Beauty dies. 

To see some radiant nymph appear 
Jn all "her glittering birth-day gear. 
You think soipe go<dde3S fronj the sky 
Descended, ready put and dry : 
But, jgre you sell yourself tp laughter, 
, Consider well what may comp after ^ 
For fine ideas vanish fast* 
While all the grpss and filthy last. 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Chloe stple ^ou|^ heart awajr^ 



Had you but through a cranny spy*d 
On house of ease your future bride^ 
In all the postures of her fiace, 
. "Which nature gives in such a case 5 
Distortions, groanings^^tminings, hteainttpig 
•Twere better you had Hck*d her leavings^ 
Than from experience find too late 
Your goddess grown a fikhy mate. 
Your ^ncy tb^n had always dwelt 
On what you saw, and what you smelt ; 
Would still the same ideas give ye. 
As when you spy'd her on the privy 5 
And, spite of Chloe's charms divine, 
Your heart had been as whole as mine. 

Authorities, both dd and recent. 
Direct that women must be decent; 
And from thp spouse each blemish hide. 
More tlian from all the world beside. 

Unjustly al! our oytnphs complain 
Their empire hplds so ^hort a reign ; 
Is, after ru^rriage, lost so soon, 
It hardly holds &e honey-moon : 
For, if they keep not what they caught, 
It is entirely their own feult. 
They take possession of the crown. 
And then throw all thek weapons down : 
1 hough, by the politician's scheme. 
Whoe'er arrives at jwwer supreme. 
Those arts, by which at first they^fain «t. 
They still noust practise to ;naintain<lt. 

What various ways our femsdes take 
To pass for wits herore ^ rake ! 
And in the fruitless search pursue 
All other methods: but the trpei 

Some try to learn. pQttte bdiayiouf 
By reading books against their ^viovtr; 
Some call it witty to reflect 
On every natural defect 1 
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Some show they neyer want explaioiog, 
To comprehend a double meaning* 
But sure a telltale out of school 
Is of all wits the greatest fool; 
Whose rank imaginatioi]^ fills 
Her heart> and from her lips distils ; 
You'd think she utter'd from behind, 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handsome wife ador'd 
By every coxcomb but her lord ? . . 
From yonder puppetman inquire, 
Who wisely hides his wood and wire; 
Shows Sheba*8 queen completely drest, . 

And Solomon in royal vest : 
But view them litter*d on the floor. 
Or strung on pegs behind the door j 
Punch is exactly of ia piece 
With Lorrain*s duke, and prince of Greece. 

A prudent builder should forecast 
How long the stuff is liWe to last ; 
And carefully observe the ground, * 

To build on tome foundation soutld. 
What house, when its materials crumble. 
Must not inevitably tumble ? 
What edifice cati long endure 
Baisd on a basis unsecure? 
Rash mortals, ere you take a wife, 
Contrive your pile to last for life : 
Since beautj scarce endure^ a day, 
And ydiHtb' so swiftly glides away ; 
Why will you make yourself a bubWc, 
To build on sand with hay and stubble ? 

On seAse^and wit your passion found, >. . 
Py decency cemented round j 
J^et prudence with good nature, strive, 
To keep esteem and love alive, * .. . . 
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Then, bomi^ old age whcne*er it will, 
.Your friencl»bip sball continue still : 
And thus a mutual gentle fire 
Shall nevfcr but With life expire. 
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' ApoLto, god of light alnd wit, 

Could verse inspire, but i^ldom writi' 

Refin'd all met^ \»Uh h}s lop^s. 

As well as chemists by their books | 

As handsokne as my lady a pa^} 

Sweet five suid twenty was hi^ age. 

His wig was made of surtny rays^ 
• He crown'4 hi^ f^qtbfvd hw* wit¥ hays J 

Not all the C9urt q{ H^vm QwH shw 

So nice and $q qoo^l^lfl % b^|}« 

No heir upon kU fir^it appeftrftncfs, 

With.tw^pl^F tbpttwnd pottn4# a ywr rent** 

E'er drove, before h« wW hw Iftqd. 

So fine a coach alofic tt^^ ^U^ni i 

The spokes, we are bf Ovid iold. 

Were silver, jwd the gjlo gQld v 

1 own^ 'twas but a eoSich aod four* 

For Jupiter gllpwn tio more. 
Yet> with his bpaaty* wealth, aad pmn. 

Enough io win ^0 th^u^aild hfWts* 

No vulgur d^Uy above . . 

Was so unfortunate in love. 

Thrive w«ight»y onpses were assign'di 

That mov d the nyiapbs to be unking. 

Nine Mu«»s always waiting round hitiii 

H<; left them virgins as h^ found tkftm^ 
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His Binging was another fault; 
For be coald reach to B in ah : 
And, by the sentiments of Pliny, 
Such singers are like Nicolini. 
At la:>t, the point ^was fully clear'd; 
In short, Apollo had no beard. 
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All folks, Ivho prfctend to rfeltgion artd ffrtttft. 
Allow there's a Hell, but dispute of the place : 
Put, if Hell may by logical rules be defined 
The place of the dartin'd— 111 tell you my mind. 
Wherever the dttmuM do chiefly ftboulid. 
Most certainly there i« Hell \o he fovttid : 
Pamn*d po<^ts, da(nti*d triticks, damn'd blockheads, 

damnM knaves, 
Damn-d senators brib*d, damn'd prostitute slaves 5 
Damped lasers aind judges, damn'd iords and 

daititi*d squires : 
Pan^n^d spies and informers, damnVl friends, and 

damn'd' li^rs 5 
Damn'd villains, corropted inevcry-statitJnj 
Pamn'd timeserving priests all over tlie nation ; 
And into the bargain 1*11 readily give you 
Pamn'd ignorant prelates and coiwsellors privy, 
l^hen let us no longer by parsons be damm'd. 
For we know by these marks the place of 4fat 

damn'd : 
And Hell to be sure is at Paris or Rome, 
tfqw happy for us that it is not at home ! 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT*. 

iViTH A whirl of thought oppress'dj 
I sunk from reverie to rest. 
A horrid vision seiz*d my head, 
I saw the graves give up their dead ! 
Jove, arm^d with tefrours, bursts Che skies> 
And thunder roars, and lightning flies ! 
Aftia^*d, cotifus*d, its fate unknown. 
The world stands trembling at bis throne! 
While each pale sinner hung his head, 
Jove^ nodding, shook the heavens, and said i 
** Offending race of human kind. 
By nature, reason> learning, blind $ 
You whOi through frailtyi stepped aside $ 
And you who never fell from pride : 
You who in diflferent sects were sbamm*dj 
And come to see each other damn*d : 
(So some folk told you, but they knew - 
No more of Jove s designs than you) 
—-The world's mad business now is o er. 
And I resent these pranks no more. 
— I to such blockheads set my wit ! 
I damn such fools 1— <jk>, go, you're blt«'* 



• This Poem was first printed (from the Dcaii's MS.) In a 
letter from lord Cheuerfield addivased to Mr< Voltaic?; d'aud 
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Sy the just vengeance of ipcensed skitg. 
Poor bishop Jadas late repenting dies. 
The Jews engag'd Jbim with a paltry bribe^ 
Amounting hardly to a crown a tribe; 
Which though his conscience forc'd him to restore/ 
(And, parsons tell us> no man can do more) 
Yet> through despair, of Grod and man accurst. 
He lost his bishoprick, and hang*d or burst. 
Those former ages di^Fer^d much from, this} 
Judas betray'd his master with a kiss : 
But some have kissed the Gospel fifty times, 
*Whose perjury's the least of all their crimes ^ 
Some who can perjure through a two-inch board. 
Yet keep their bishopricks, and 'scape the cord :. 
Like hemp, which, by a skilful spinster drawn 
To slender threads, may sometimes pass for kwn. 

As ancient Judas by transgression fell, 
And burst asunder ere he went to Hell 5 
So could we see a set of new Iscariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots^ 
Each modern Judas perish like the first. 
Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burst; 
Who could forbear, that viewed each guilty face. 
To cry, ** Lo! Judas gone to his own place. 
His habitation let all men forsake. 
And let his bishoprick svnother take V* 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. GAY *. 1731. 

jHow cooUl ywx, Gay, disgraoe 4hr Mate's tvitii. 
To serve a tasteless oourt tw«be yeast in vaitt't^ 
Fain would I think our female iftien^ t nooeaew 
Till Bob, the |)oetg foe, posiess*d ber car. 
Did female virtae e*er so high atoeod* 
To lose an inch of favour for a friend ? 

^ay, had the court no better place to cboote 
For thee, than make a drynorse of thy Miue^ 
How cheaply had thy liberty been add. 
To squire a royal gwl of two years old j 
In leading strings her infant rtcpt to ^itde^ 
Or with her go-cart amble side by tide! 

But princely Douglas, and his ^krioias daote. 
Advanced thy fortune, and prcservM thy faoae. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be <ni8apply*d> 
When ocr your patron*s treasure you predde; 
The world shall own, his irhoice was wise and jfist. 
For sons of Phoebus never break tiicir trast. 

Not love of beauty less the heart inianaea 
Of guardian eunuchs to the suhane dames. 
Their passions not more impotent and coMl, 
Than those of poets to the lust of gold. 
With faan's purest fire his favnourites gkyr* 
The dregs will serve to ripen ore below j 



* The Dean^ having been told by an intimate friend, fhat At 
duke of Qtieensberry had employed Mr. Gay to loipcct the ac« 
counts and management of his grace's receivers and stewards 
(which however proved to be a mistake) wrote this Epistle to his 
friend. K. 

f See the libel on Dr« Delany and lord Carteret. H^ 

} The countess of SufToUc. H. 



fits meaiMse work : foi% had he tbouj^ it M, 
Tbat wealth should be the appanage of wit. 
The god of light coold »e*er fa»te been so blidd 
To deal it to the worst of bnmanlttnid. 

Bat let me dow> for I can do it wetl. 
Your conduct in this new employ forettL 

And fxnst : to meike my obsqrf adon fightj^ 
I place ft stateaman full befoe my ^ght> 
A bl6at6d mifyisfier in all his gear> 
With shameless visage and p^diout leer; 
Twiy roMTs of teeth ami each devoting jaw^ 
And ostfit:h*l»ke his all-digestiiig maw. 
My faliey drags this monster to my view. 
To show the world his chief jfererse ih yeu. 
Of load anmeming sounds.a rapid flood 
Rolls froffk his mouth in pleateoos stfeiimt of laaSL^ 
With those the court and senatehouae he plies^ 
Made ap of noise^ abd impudence, and lies. 

Now let me show how Bob and yoo egree: 
You serve si potent prince, as well as. be» 
The ducal tbfkim, trusted to yioar charge. 
Year hdnest care may fill, perliaps Milarge: 
His vassals eas}% and the owner blest | 
l^ey pay a tri^, and enjoy the rest. 
Not so a nation's revennes are paid : 
The servantls faults are on the master laid. 
Ttkt people with a sigh their taies bring j 
And» cursing Bob, forget to bless the king. 

Next hearken. Gay, to what thy charge reqiuresy 
^With servants, tenants, and the neighbouring 8<|uires^ 
Let all «!eaaesticks feel your gentle sway'j 
Nor bribe, insnit, nor fiatter, nor bttray. 
Let due reward to merit be allowed j 
JJor with your kindred hadf the palace crowd j 
Nor think yourself secarein doing wrong. 
By telHn^ tibics with a party strong. 

Be ndb j • bat of your wealth make no i^ade j 
At least; ^icfoTt your mels^ers debts ate paid; 

2:2 
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Nor in a palace, bailt with charge vam/ofsnt^ 

Presume. to Kxexx him at his owd jexpense. 

Each farmer in the neighbourhood c^ cojonc 

To what your lawful perquisites amount. 

The tenants poor, the hardness ^f the tiQieSf 

Are ill excuses for a servant's crimen. 

With intefest, and a premium paid beside. 

The master^s pressing wants must be supplied:; ' 

With hasty zeal behold the steward come 

By his own credit to advance the sum $ 

Who, while th* unrighteous Mammon is.Jbis irieody 

May well conclude ^s power will never end. , 

A faithful treasurer! what could he do, ipaocq?. 

He lends my lord what waainy lord*s liefore. . 

The law so strictly guards the monarch s hf^tb, > 
That no physteian dares prescritbe by stealth i 
The council dt^ appmve the doqtor*s skill ; « 
And give advice, before he gives the pitl. . 
But the atate empirick. acts a. safer parti : / 
Andy while he poisons, wins the noyal hoarjt, • . 

But how can I desoribe the ra?epoua breed ? 
Then letjnp now by negatiy^s proceed. 

Suppose your lord a trusty servant sen^ 
On weighty business to some Qeighbouring frie^ : 
Presume not, Gay» unless you 8ervea4roae, / 
To countermand his orders by your owa« / .• . 

Should some imperious neighbour sioJc theimts. 
And drain the fish-ponds, while your master dotes :^ 
Shall Jie uppo'thedaoal iFigbts inirencfa, ., . , « 
Because .he brib'd you wittji a brace of tfcnch ? . , 

Nor from your lord his bad copdition Jt^dley r, 
To feed his luxury, or sooth his pride.. ; . i . 

Nor at an underrate his timl^er selli . ,f .., 

And with an oath assure him, aU is welL^ . t 

Or swear it rp^t/sn j and with buqf^ble airs^ 
Bequest it of him to consplete your ^tair^ >. . < / . > - 
Nor, When a mortgage \v^ oq.ialf.hisjiaoa^.j .. * 
C^me with a par^ of guineas in j(^\i^)m^.^: 
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Have Peter Waters alway^i 10 yonr miDd j 
Tba(t rogtie> of genuine ministerial kind. 
Can half the peerage hjr bis arts bewitch. 
Starve twenty lords to make one sconadrel rich r 
And, when he gravely has undone a score^ 
Is humbly pray'd to ruio twenty more, 

A dex'troos steward, when his tricks are founds 
Hnshmoney sends to all the neighbours round ^ 
His master^ unsuspicions of his pranks. 
Fays all the cost, and gives'the villain thanks. . 
And» should a friend attempt to set him rights 
His lordship would impute it all to spile ; 
Would love his favourite better than befom. 
And trust his honesty just so much more. 
Tiius families^ like realms, with equal fate; 
Are sudk by premier ministers of state. 

Some, when an heir succeeds, go boldly on, 
Aiid, as thcyrobb'd the fether, rob the son. 
A knave> who deep embroils his lord's affairai 
Will soon grow necessary to his heirs. 
His policy cotifiiacs in setting traps. 
In finding wavs and means; and stopping gaps ; 
He khows^ tnousand tricks whene'er he please, 
Though not to cure/yet palliate eaefa disease. 
In either case, an equal chance is ruo 5 
For, keep or turn him out, my lord's undone. 
You want a hand to clear « €lthy sink ; 
No cleanly workman can endure the sdnk. 
A strong dilenama in a desperate easel 
To aet with infamy, or q«it>tfaie place. 

A bungler thus, who scarce the nail can hit, 
With dritiiig wrong wli malDe the panod split ; 
Nor dartfd an iablerw^irknMtn. undertake 
To M^o'ft ieoood, lest the whole should break. 

In every oocut (tie:|Huniiei witt hold } 
Acid- kiog^f like private folks, are bought and sold* 
iThe r^iivtg togixet-vrbo dreads to be casbier*d^ 
Contrives, as Es is hatcd» to be £eai*d ; 

X3 
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Confounds accoants, perplexes all affairs 2 , 

For vengeapce more embroils, than skill repairs*^ 
So robbers (and their ends are just the saijae) 
To 'scape inquiries, leave the house in flame^ 

I knew ^ brazen minister of state, ' ., 

Who bore for twice ten years the publick hate. 
In everjr mouth the question most in vogue 
Was, When will they turn out this odious rogue? 
A juncture happened in his highest pride : 
While he went robbing on> old master died. 
We thought there now remain'd no room to doubt) 
His work is done, the minister must out« 
The court invited more than one or two : 
Will yqu, sir Spencer ? or. Will you, or you ? 
But not a soul his office durst accept; 
The subtle knave had all the plunder swept : . 
And, such was then the temper of the times. 
He ow*d his preservation to his crimes. 
The candidate obscrv'd his dirty paws ; 
Nor found it difficult to guess the cause ;' 
But, when they smelt such foul corruptipns round hicn. 
Away they fled, and left him as they found him. . 

Thus, when a greedy sloven once has thrown 
His snot into the mess^ *tis all his own, . 
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v/LD Latimer preaching did fairly describe 
A bishop, who ruFd all the rest of his tribe; 
And who is this bishop ? and where docs he dwell ? 
,Wiiy truly 'tis Satan, archbishop of Hell. 

• Occasioned by their endeavouring to get an act to dWdc tfce 
church-livings} which h'lH was rejected by the Irish houM of 
^wnoiu. F« - 
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And He was.a pnii)atQ« and He wore a mitre 
Sorroandcd with jewels of sulphur and nitre. 
How nearly this bishop our bishops resembles ! 
Bnt he has the odds, who believes and who tremblefs^ 
Could you sec his grim grace, for a pound to a penny. 
You'd swear it roust be the baboon of Kilkenny; 
Poor Satan will think the comparison odious ; 
I wil^h I could^find him out one more commodious^ 
But, this I am sure, the most reverend old dragon 
Has got on the bench many bishops suffragan > 
An4 all men believe he resides there incog. 
To give them by turns an invisible jog. 
' Our bishops, puft up with wealth and with pride. 
To Hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 
They mounted and labour*d with whip and with spur, 
Jn vain — for the devil a parson would stir. 
So the commons iinhors'd them } and this was their 

doom. 
On their crosiers to ride, like a witch on a broom. 
Though they galloped so fast, on the road you may find 

'em. 
And ^ave left us but three put of twenty b^ind 'em. 
Lord BoUon*? good grace, lord Carr, and lor^oward *^ 
In spite? of the devil would still be untoward : ^ 

They came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions should beg at their door. ; 

When Christ was betray 'd to Pilate the praetor. 
Of a dozen apostles but one prov'd a traitor : 
One traitor alone, and faithful eleven ; 
But we can afford you six traitors in seven. 

What a clutter with clippings, dividings, and 

cleavings I 
And the clergy forsooth must take up with their 

leavings. 

* Dr. Theophilus Bolton was aschbishop of Caswell &om 1929 
to 1744; Dr. Charles Carr bishop of KUlaloe from 1716 ta 
1739^ and Dr.Robcit Howard bishop of Ilpbioy hom 1729 ^ 
»74o. Ni 
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If maklfig divisions was all their Intent, 

Thcf Vedoneit, we thankthem^butiidt astbiftym^^fift;^ 

And so may such bishops for evtr divide. 

That no honest hfeathen would be on their side* 

Ho^ should we rejoice, if. like Judas the first, 

*!nidse splitters of parsons m sunder sb6ald bursil 

Now hear an allusion :— A initre, you kaow^ 
Is divided above, but united bdow. 
If this you ootisider our emblem is riglit; 
The bishops divide, but the clergy unite. 
Should the bottom be split, our bishops wotild dreaft 
That the mitre would never «tick fast oh their head*: 
And yet they have learnt the chief att of a soveFeig«^ 
As Machiavel taught them, ** divide, aiidycgoverjC 
But c6urage, my lords, though it cannot be said 
That one cloven tongue ever sat on your head| 
I'll hold you a groat (and I wish I could see*t) 
If your stockings were ofiVyou could show cloven fi;ct. 

But hold, cry the bishops, and give us fair play ^ 
Before you oondemti us, hear what we- can say« 
What truer affections could ever be shpM^n, 
Than saving your souls by damning our own? 
And havd we not practised all methods to gain yoa; 
With the tithe of the tithe of the titlie tomaiikaifiymi ' 
Provided a fiind for building your spittals? 
You are only to live four years without victoak. 

Content, my good lordsj but let us change handsf 
First take you our tithes, and give us /our lands. 
So God bless the Church and tliree of our mitres ; 
And God bless the Commpn^ for biting tbeblteos. 
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HORACE, BOOfc IV, ODE XIX. 

ADDBESSKD TO HUMPHRY >REVC£U £$^**i 
I.ATB LORD MAY^R OF DUBUK. 



Patron of the tunefi3l:tKroi^y 

O! tooDioe,.and toosenrereli / 

Think nptji that >cn^ .oaoDtiry. aong : ^ T 

Shall displease :ihyi faoiKiit ear^ j - . 
Chosen strHtns Iprdcnjiyfomig', 

Whac^ the Mos6s> sacred chbir ! . : ' 
When they gods and heroes siiig^ 

Dictator to t!h' haianoaions ilyve. ' : i 
Ancient Homer, princdtyv hand i : , ! 

Just preeedeiiciL«t^:fn2|intiiQ8; ..; . 
With saccod ira|^rftjt^l,«re beard O .r ': 

Theii8i^Piadaf*s lofiy:&traan«» 
Still the old trimnttfaoot aoi^g,. . ' - 

Which, when hated Ijirantfi fell. 
Great Alcaeos .boldly wmgr , . . /' 

Warps, instructs, and! pleitses well. * 
Nor has Tixne!s all darkeadi^ shade 

In obscure oUivion pras0; 
What Anacreon laogb'djaind' play 'df - ^ 

Gay Aoadreoo, drunkea ^iest I 

* <^tgin«Ily Annexed to the Presl^terlans^ >Ica otf MenC» 
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Gentle Sappho> loTC-sick muse. 

Warms the heart with amorous fire; 
Still her teoderest notes infitse 

Melting rapture, soft desire. 
Beauteous Helen young and gay. 

By 9 painted fopiing won. 
Went not first, fair nymph, astray. 

Fondly pleas'd to be undone. 
Fof yoiing Tetit»fs daughteritig bow*. 

Nor bold Hector*s dreadful swoid. 
Alone, the terrddrs of the [be, 

Sow*d the field with hostile blood. 
Many valiant chiefs of old 

Greatly lived and died, before 
Agamemnon, Grecian bcid, 

Waged the ten years fmooa war* 
Bat their suubob^ among, unwept. 

Unrecorded, bst, iod gone. 
Long in endkBsa night have siept^ 

And shall now no more be kaofm* 
Virtue, whidi the p6^*s care 

Has not wtdViconatgn^d to £iaie^ 
Lies, as in theadpnkhre * 

Some old king without a oaiae; 
But, O Ham^ry, grearmid free. 

While my tanefttl 86afi ane read» 
Old forgetful Tioie on thee 

Dark oblivion nt'er BhaU spread. 
When the deep^cut notes sball Udt 

Co the moiAdcariog Parian atone, 
Oa the bnmn»m&it be read 

The peiishiftg inscriptiaa* 
Forgotten tUtteenemieti ^ 

Envioub GM-4-^1^ coiled !^e» 
And P— Fs derogating lies, 
. ^^ .IiOfit and sunk in JS|yginn nighty 
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Still atij labour and thy care, 

'What for Dublin thou hast done. 
In fix]l lustre shall appear, 

Apd outshine ih' unclouded son* 
Large thy nundjTiDd tiot untried^ 

For Hibernia now doth stand. 
Through the calm, or raging tide, 

iSafe oonduols Ihe ship to land, 
falsely we call the rich OBan great. 

He is «nly so that kiiows» 
Bis plentiful or smaU estate 

Wisely to enjoy and use. 
HiW in wealth or foverty. 

Fortune'^ fiower alike defies ; 
And falsehood and dishonesty 

More than ^ieath abhors and lies: 
Flies from death !-— No, meets it brare^ 

When the suffering so sefere 
May from dieadfid bondage save 

Clients, friends, or coonlry dear. 
This the aovereign man, complete ; 

Hero; patriot; glorious; free; 
Itkhand wise; and good and ^reat| 

Q^9Cio«s Uimf^, tlnni «rt he. 
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ON THE DEATH OFDR.SWlPlr*i 

WRITTEN IN NPVEMBKR, 173X* 

Occasioned by reading the following^ Maxim in 
ROCUBFO0CAULT, *< Dans radversite'de hos ineil- 
leurs amis, nous trouvons toujours (juelque chose, 
qui ne nous deplalt pas.'* 

*< In Che advenity^ of our best friendtr we alwayi find somettunf 
that docs not displease tit." ; 

A.S Rocfaefoucalt his maxitDs drew 
From oature, I believe them trae: 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him $ the foult is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the rest 
Is thought too base for human breast : 

* These verses have «ndergoney pefhapt, a stranger revolntion 
than any other part of the Dean*s writings. A manilestly spo- 
xious copy, containing aoi lines, under the title of << The Life 
and Character of Dr. Swipt,** appeared at London, in April 
17 33 { of which the Dean complained heavily^ in a letter to Mr. 
Pope, dated May i ; and, notwithstanding Swift acknowledged 
Ih that Letter he had written *' a poem of near 500 lines upon 
the same maxim of Rochefo<icault» and was a lon^; time about it,** 
many readers have supposed (not attending to the circumstance of 
there being tnoo poems on the subject) that the Dean disclaimed 
the Verses w bk own Death, The genuine verses having been 
committed to the care of the celebrated author of « The Toast,** 
an edition was printed, in 1738-9, in )»hich more than 100 Hoes 
were omitted. Dr. King assigned many judicious reasons (thoogh 
some of them were merely temporary and prudential) for the mu- 
tilations : but they were so far from satisfying Dr. Swift, that a 
coftiplete edition was immediately printed by Faulkner, with the 
Dean*s express permission. The poem, as it now sunds in this 
««llection^ is agreeable to Mr. Faalkner*s copy. Nt 
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** In all distresses of our friends 
We first consult our private endg$ 
While Nature kindly bent to ease us, 
Points out some circumstance to please us**' 

If this perhaps your patience movep 
Let reason and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equals Yais*d above our size* 
Who would not at a crowded show 
Stand high himself, keep others low ? 
I love my friend as well as you: 
But why should he obstruct my view I 
Then let me have the higher post 5 
Suppose it but an inch at most. 
If in a batde you should find 
One, whom you love of all mankind. 
Had some heroick action done, 
A champion kill'd, or trophy won 5 
Bather than thus Ibe overtop'd, 
Would you not wish his laurels crop'd ? 
Dear honest Ned is in the gout. 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without: 
How patiently you hear him groan I 
How glad, the case is not your own 1 

What poet would not grieve to see 
His brother write as well as he ? 
But, rather than they should excel. 
Would wish his rivals all in Hell i 

Her end when Emulation misses. 
She turns to Envy > stings, and hisses: 
The strongest friendship yields to pride. 
Unless tt(e odds be on our side. 
Vain buinankind I fantastick race 1 
Thy various follies who can trace ? 
Self-love, ambition, envy, pride. 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and station, 
Tis all on me a. usurpation. 

VOI, XI. Y 
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I have no title to aspire ; 
Yety when you stiik« I seotn the Ugher^ 
In Pbpe I caoaot raid a line. 
But with a sigh I wish it miQC : 
When he can in one couplet &^ 
More sense than I can ^ in six ; 
It gives me siich a )ealous £t, 
I cry, " Pox take him and his wit T* 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own haoMMimuft lutitig way« 
Arbuthnot is no more my fnend. 
Who dares to irony ptretend. 
Which I was bom to introduce, 
Refin*d it first, and showed its use. 
St. John, as well as Pnkeniey,^koowt . 
- That I had some repote for prose $ 
And, till they drove me out of date, 
Could maul ii minister of atate. 
If they have mortified my pride, 
And made me throw,my pen aade $ 
If With such talents Heaven has bless'd *em^ 
Have I not reason to detest *Qm ? 

To all my ^oes, dear Fortune, send 
' Thy gifts ; but nev^ to my friend : 
I tamely can enduve the fint: 
But this with envy makfis me /bant. 

Thus mu^ mav serve by way of proem j 
Proceed we therefoxe to our poem. 

The time is not remote,' when I 
Must by the course of nature diei 
When, i foresee, my appdal liriends 
Will try to find. their private ends : 
And though 'tis hardly understood . 
Which way my death caa do them good. 
Yet thus, metbinks, I jbear them s^mk : 
<< See, how the Dean. begins .to hne^i 
Poor gentleman, Jbe droops, apaeei 
Yon plainly find itUk iilsiace. 
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That old vertigo 10 his head. 
Will never leave him, till he^s dead. 
Besides; his vaetxusry decays : 
He r^oUects not what he says ; 
He cannot call hb friends to mind ; 
Forgets the place v^erc last he din*d ; . 
Flies 70a with stories o*er and o'er; 
He told them fifty timed before* 
How does he fancy we can »t 
To hear his out-of-fashion wil ? 
But he taket tt|j.with yonnger folks. 
Who for his wme will bear his jokes. 
Faith 1 he must make his stories shorter^ 
Or change his conn'ades once a qnarter : 
Iti half the time he talks them rottnd> 
There most another set be found. 

" For j^oetry, he*s past his prime : 
He takes an hoar to niid a rhyme; 
His fire is out> his wit decay*d> 
His fane/ sunk» his Milse a jade. ' 
rd have him throw away hia pen j*^ 
JEkit there*i nd talking to toitie men!'* 

And then thdr tenderness appears 
By adding largely to my years : 
** He's older than he wooid be i«ckon*di 
And well remembers Charles the Sectmd« 
He hardly drinks a pint of wiott ; ; 
And th3t» I doubt, is no gbod si^i 
His stomach too begins to fail : 
Ldst year we thoaght him strong and hale ) 
But now he*s quite ano^r thing: * > 
I wish he may hold out till. Opting!" " 
They hug themselves, and reason thus : 
** It is not yet so bad with us|* 

in such a case, they talk iii tropes^ 
And by their fears express their. hopes. £ 

Some great misfortune to portend* 
No enemy can match a friend. ^ ^ 

y2 
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With all the kindness they profess. 
The merit of a lucky guess 
(When daily howdyes come of course^ 
And servants answer " Worse and worse J**) 
Would please them better, than to tell, 
' That, " God be prais'd, the Dean is well." 
Then he, who- prophesied the best. 
Approves bis foresight to the rest : 
" You know- 1 always fear'd the worst. 
And often told you so at first." 
He*d rather choose that I should die. 
Than his predictions prove a lie. 
Not one foretells I shall recover ; 
But all agree to give me over. 

Yet, should some neighbour feel a pain 
Just in the partis where I complain -, 
How * many a message would he send ! 
What hearty prayers that I should mend I 
Inquire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me ease, and how I slept > 
And more lament when 1 was dead. 
Than all the snivellen round my bed. 

My good oompanioDB^ never fear : i . 
For though you may mistake a year, 
Though youi' psx>gDdsiicks run too fast. 
They must be verified at iast. 

Behold, the fatal day arrive ! 
«« How is the Dean >-*-^" He's just alive." 
Now the departing prayer is read ; 
" He iiaikilri)reathBs"— *' The Dean is dead.*' 

Before the p^usiing bell begun, 
The news thraugh* half the town is run, 
I ' , .«» " 

• He would s^nd many a message' 19 right : but the questtoii 
bdvf, seems to destroy t&e trnity or collective nature of the ideaj 
and therefore it ought to have b^en expressed, if the measure 
would have allowed )t, wjtfaont the article, la tiic ptor^ womtttx^ 
hno many messajres. Lov(jh\ 
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•• O ! may we all for death prepare \ 
What has he left ? and who's his heir f 
I know no more than What the news is } 
*Tis all bequeathed to publick uses. 
To publick uses ! there*s a whitti ! 
What had the publick done for him ? 
Mereenvy, avarice, and pride: 
He gave it all — but first he died. 
And had the Dean, in all the nation^ 
No worthy friedd, no poor relation ? 
So ready to do strangers good; 
Forgetting his own flesh and blood !" 

^^w Grubstreet wits are all employed j 
With- elegies the town is cloy'd : 
Some paragraph iti every paper. 
To curse the Dean, or bless the Drapier. 

The doctors, tender of their i^ui^e, 
Wisfely on toe Jay all the blame, 
" We must confess, his case was nice ; 
But he would never take advice. 
Had he been rt^rd, for aught appears. 
He might have liv'd these twenty years > , 
For, whftn we open'd him, we found, ^ 
That all his vital parts were sound." 

From Dublin soon to London spread, 
*Tis told at court, *' the Dean is dead." 
And lady Suffolk *, in th& spleen. 
Runs laughing up to tell the queen. 
The que6n, so gracious, mild, and good. 
Cries, *' Is he gone ! 'tis time he should. 
He*s dead, you say; then l6t him rot ; 
Tm glad the medals t ^0i^e forgot. 

* Mrs. Howard, at one time a favourift with the Dean. . F. 

f Which the Deani in rain Expected, in rettira for a smaJl^re- 
sent he had sent to the princess. *t1iey were to "be sent in four 
months j but ••*♦♦. See a letter of Dr. Swift'* to die toantesi of 
Suffolk^ a«l«4Kov,24, 1730. K, 

y3 
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I promis'd hino, I owb j but when > 
I only was the princess then : 
But now^ as consort of the king» 
You know, 'tis quite another thing." 

Now Chartres, at sir Robert's levee. 
Tells with a sneer the tidings heavy : 
*• Why, if he died without his shoes/' 
Crie« Bob, •* I' na sorry for the news : 
O, were the wretch but living still. 
And in his place my goad friend Will ! 
Or had a mitre on his head. 
Provided Bolingbroke were dcad!"^ 

Now Curll his shop from rubbish drains ; 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains I 
And then» to make them pass the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber, 
He'll treat me as he does my betters. 
Publish my will, my life, my letters j 
Revive the libels born to die j 
Which Pope must bear, as well as L 

Here shift the scene, to represent 
How those I love my death lament. 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

§t. John himself will scarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 
The rest will give a shrug, and cry, 
** I'm sorry — but we all must die V* 

Indifference, clad in Wisdom's guisc^ 
All fortitude of mind supplies : 
For how can stony bowels melt 
In those who never pity felt ! 
When we are lash*d, they kiss the rod. 
Resigning to ihe will of God. 

The fools, my juniors by a year. 
Are tortur'd with suspense and fear; , 
Who wisely thought my age a screen, 
When death approached, to stand between: 
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The screen removed, their hearts are tremblingi 
They mourn for me without diasemhllDg. 

My female friends, whose tender hearts 
Have better learn d to act their parts. 
Receive the rows in doleful dumps : 
*' The Dean is dead : (Pray what is trumps }) 
Then» Lord have^mercy on his soul ! 
(Ladies, Til venture for the vole.) 
Six deans, they say, must bear the pall : 
(I wish I knew what king to call.) 
Madam, your husband will attend 
The funeral of so good a friend. 
No, madam, 'tis a shocking sight : 
And he*s engaged to-morrow night : 
My lady Club will take it ill. 
If be should fail her at quadrille. 
He lov*d the Dean-— (I lead a heart,) 
But dearest friends, they say, must part. 
His time was come; he ran his race; 
We hope he s in a better place.'* 

Why do we grieve that friends should die ? 
No loss more easy to supply. 
One year is past ; a different scene ! 
No farther mention of the Dean ; ' 

Who now, alas ! no more is miss*d. 
Than if he never did exist. 
Where's now the favourite of Apollo ? 
Departed ;— and his works must follow; 
Must undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wit is out of date. ' 

Some country squire to Lintot goes. 
Inquires for Swift in verse and prose. 
Says Lintot, " 1 have heard the name; 
He died a year ago." — " The same." 
He searches all the shop in vain. 
" Sir, you n)ay find them in Duck lane : 
I sent them, with a load of books. 
Last Monday to the pastry-cook's. 



To fancy tfcey could live a year! 
I find you're but a 8trat)ger4iete« 
The IJean was famous in his Wtixt, 
And had a kind of knack at rbym^. 
His way of wrifihg now is past \ 
The town &as got a better taste, 
1 keep no antiquated stuif } 
But spick and span 1 have enough. 
Pray, do but give tne leave to sho^ *em : 
Here's Collcy Gibber's birth-day poem. 
This ode you never yet have ^eeti, 
By Stephen Duck, upon the Queen. 
Then here*s a letter finely penn*d 
Against the Craflscnan and his fKend : 
It clearly shows tliat all refieclion 
On ministers is disaiFection. 
Next, here*s Sir Robert's vindication. 
And Mr. Henley's last oration. 
The hawkers have hot got them yet : 
Your honour please to buy a set f 

•f Herc*6 Wolston's tracts,' the twelfth edition > 
Tis read by every politician x 
The country roenpbers, when in town. 
To all their l^oroughs send' them down; 
You never met a thing so smarts 
The couriers have them all by heart : 
Those maids of hokour, who c^h read. 
Are taught to use thehi for their creed. 
The reverend abtlior's good intentton 
Has been rewarded with a pension * : 
He does ah honour to bis gown. 
By bravely runiiing prieslci^aft dowti : 
He show^, as sure as God's in Gloucester, 
That Moses was a grand impostor } 
That all his miracles Were cneats, 
Pcrform*d as jugglers do thfeir feats ; 

* WoUtoa li here coofoundsd wliSi Woolastoa. fl>» 
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Hie church bad never such a writer ; 
A shame he has not got a mitre !*' 

Suppose me 4ead^ and then suppose 
A club assembled at the Rose; 
Where» from discourse of this and that> 
I grow the subject of their chat. 
And while they toss my name about^ 
With favour some, and some without ; 
One, quite indifferent in the cause. 
My character impartial draws : 

" The Dean, if we believe reportj, 
Was never ill-received at court. 
As for his works in verse and prose, ' 
I own myself no judge of those : 
Nor, c^n I tell what criticks thought 'em } 
But this I know, all people bought *em > 
As with a moral view design*d 
To cure the vices of mankind : 
His vein, ironically grave, 
£xpos*4 the fpolj and lash*d the knave, 
To steal a hint was never known. 
But what he writ was all his own. 

" He never thought an honour done him,. 
Because a duke was proud to pwn him j 
Would rather slip aside, and choose 
To tajk with wits in dirty shoes i 
Despis*d the fools with stars and garter^ 
So often seen caressing Chartres, 
He never courted men in station,^ 
Nor persons held in admiration ; 
Of no man's greatness was afraid, 
Because he sought for no man's aid. 
Though trusted long in great affairs. 
He gave himself no haughty airs : 
Without regarding private ends. 
Spent all his credit for his friends i ^ 

And only chose the wise and goodi 
No flatterers > no allies in blood i 



But 8ucc6iir'd yirtuc in distress, 
And seldom fail'd of good success -, 
As numbei^ in their hearts must own, 
Who, but for him, hacj been unknown •. 

" With princes kepf a due decorumi 
But never stood in awe before *em. 
He foUow'd David's lesson just -, 
In princei never put thy trust: 
And, would you make him triily sour. 
Provoke him with a slave in power. 
The Irish senate if you nara'd. 
With what impatience he deolaim'd ! 
Fair LiBEH'tr was all his cry j 
For her he stood prep*r'd to die; 
For hfer he boldly stood alone; 
For her he oft' exjjos'd his own. 
Two kingdoms t, just as faction led. 
Had set a price upon his head j 
But not atraitoy could be found. 
To sell him for six hundred pound. 

" Had he but spar'd his tongue and pen. 
He flight have rose like other men : 
But power was never in his thought. 
Add wcMth he valu'd not & groat : 

• Dr. De!any, in the close 6f liis eighth letter, after hating 
enumerated the friends with whom the Dean lived in the grea(e»t 
intimacy, very handsomely applies this passagfe to Wniscif. H. 

t In 17 f 3' *!»« «t«««n was prevailed with, by an add^s from 
the house of lords in England, to publish a proclamation, promis- 
ing three hundred pounds to discover the author of a psimbhlct, 
mailed, ** The Puktick Spirit tftbi fTbigsi^^ and mi Irfcknd, in 
the year 1 724, 1^ Cart^|«tf « Ws first Coming into the gQvtrn- 
flient, was prevailed on to issue a proclaipiatioii for promidng the 
like reward of three hundred pounds to any person who would 
discover the author df a pamphlet, tallad, «« Th Drapier's 
Fourth Later, &c.*» written against that destructive prejeet of 
coining halfpence for Inland $ b«t la htitkit Uo^m wu the 
Dean discovered. H.- . 
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Ingratitude be often found, 

And pitied those wbp meant the wound : 

But kept the tenour of bis mind^ 

To merit well of humankind : 

Nor made a sacrifice of those 

Who still were true, to please his fgei^ 

He laboured many a frtiitl.ess hour. 

To reconcile his friends ip power j 

Saw mischiqf by ^ faction Vewing, 

While they pursued each other's ruin. 

But finding vain was all his care. 

He left thp court in mer^ d^pair •• 

" And, obi 1 bow ^bprt ^re human sc]iemes1 
Here ended all our ^Qldej|^ dreams. 
What St. John's skjU in state affaiw, 
Wbat,Orrpppd*s valour, O^tfqr^'s ciares, 
To save their sinking cguntrv lent. 
Was all destroyed by one eve^t. 
Too soon tb^t precious lif^ wgp (^nded. 
On which alone pur weal depenS^ep f. 
When up a dangfirpus faction ;5tart^ j. 
With wrath ana ve^geJan(^ in iUieir nearUj 
By solemn league an 4 cpv^napt bpund, 
To ruin, slau^t^, and copjEoi|ivdi 

* Queen Anne^s mipt&try fcU io M^Ufift from the Qr^ year 
after iu comniencepient : Hiirco^rt 'the chanceUor,' and' the 
secretary Bolingbrokc, ^vere disciohtented w]th the treasurer 
Oxford, for bis too great mrldness to the whtgs ; fihie quarrel 
grew higher every day iwdl tlic quwn*t death* Tht DtaiiV who 
was the only perspn jh^^ fia^vvq^iuS^i'^.tt^afik ^he^^ fpiyid it 
imjpoisible ; and thereupon retired into Berkshire, about ten weeks 
before that event« H , 

f In the h^igfit of the i^uarrel between tht ministeriy the queen 
died, Aug. i, 1714. H* 

{ On the •^ueen*« demise^ ^ "sfhigi wfrc tesioied to ^yver* 
which they exercised with the utqiost rage and revenge $ iai* 
peached and banished the chief leaders of the chvich party 
'and tciipfed ttt tksir adherents of wkat eraploymeots they ha^ 
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To turn religion to a fable. 
And make toe government a Babet ; 
Pervert the laws, disgrace the gown,' 
Corrupt the senate, rob the crown j 
To sacrifice Old England^s glory. 
And make her infamous in story : 
When such a tempest shook the land. 
How conld uhguarded Virtue stand ! 
With horrour, grief, despair, the Dean 
Beheld the* dire destructive scene : 
His friends in exile, or the Tower, 
Himself * within the frown of power j 
"Pursu'd by base envenom'd pens. 
Far to the land of saints and fens 5 
A servile race in folly nurs*d. 
Who truckle, inost, when treated worst, 

'^ by innotence and resolution. 
He bore continual persecution i 
While numbers to preferment rose. 
Whose merits were, to be his foes^ 
When ev*n his own familiar friends, 
Intent upon their private ends. 
Like redegadoes now he feels. 
Against him lifting up their heels. 

" The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
An infamous destructive cheat f $ 
Taught fools their interest how to know. 
And gave them arms to ward the blow. 
Envy has own*d it was his doin^. 
To save that hapless land from ruin ; , 

* upon liie qoeen^s^Scatb, the Dean returned to Dtiblia : yet 
numberless libels were written against Jum in England ; he wat 
insulted in the streets and at night waa iorced to be attended by 
}u8 servants armed- H. 

•f* Wood, a hardwareman from England, had a patent for coin- 
ing copper halfpence for Ireland, to the sum of iA^,oeo/« whidb, 
in the consequence, . mutt have left that kingdom without fold or 
'Uver. H» 
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While they who at th/s steerage stpod, . ' 
And reaped the profit, sought nu» blood. . ' 

." To fcave them from their evil fate, 
In him was held a critne of state. 
A wicked monster on the bench *, ' 
Whose fury Jblood copld never quench j * . 
As vile and profligate a villain, 
As modem Scroggs -j-, or old TresQlaji J ; 

• Whitshed was then chief justice. He had some years l^cfbff- 
pTosecated a printer for a pamphiet written by the Dean « to per- 
suade the people of Ireland to wear their own manufiictures* 
Whit«hed sent the jury down elewB times, and ke^t thecn 'nine 
hourj»^ until they were forced to b^iog in a special vtfijct. He 
tat afterward on the trial of th« pfiater of Ae Drapier's £^rth' 
letter { but the jury, against all he Could say or swear, threvir out 
the bill. All the kingdom took the Drapter's part, except the 
c<>ttrtiers, or those who eyipected places. Whitshed died Aug. 26, 
1727, (having a few mn[nth« before exchaj^ed his place ia the 
king's bench, which he Had held ten ox twelve years, for the^ame 
' office in the common pleas) : and archbishop Boulter says, his 
uneasiness upon some a/Fronts he met with helped to shorten his 
days. These afFroints were certainly the satires of the Dean 
and his friends. H. 

f Sir Wtlliam Scroggs, chief justlcfe •f tiie king'« bench in 
the reign of kbg Charles the Second, was a maji oiflow birthy 
and raised himself as much by means of his debaucheries, 9s of 
his abilities in his profession. He was prejferred for profe«sing 
loyalty; but, Oatts^s plot cottUng forward, he exerted himself very 
much on the^side of that infoncer, though he afterward clunged 
again, and was equally violervt against him. ^ For SQm% dirty jobs, 
which. he did X» oblige the court, he was impeached in pvliax;vsnt ; 
but the matter never was proceeded upon. While at the bar, he 
was always necessitous 5 but, during his preferment, he took care 
to secure a good fbrtuoe for himself, Jiaving in that period pur- 
chased tha manbr of Brentwood, ,jn £4sex. He afterward died> 
in Essex- street, of a polypus In the heart. N. 

X Sir Robert Tresilian was chief justice of Ifngland In the 
time of Richard the Second. He was adviser of many illegal 
^cts in that ^eign, for which he was impeached, ^ith.seyeral other 
judges and some noblemen, in parliament, ftefng convicted of 
the offences^he was charged with, he ^as executed, February t'o, 
1388. N.« * > * / :» 

VOL. XI. % 



254 swirr*8 fobms. 

Who long all justice had discarded. 
Nor fear'd be 6od» nor man regarded,i 
Vow*d on the Dean his rage to vent. 
And make him of his zeal repent: 
Bat Heaven his innocence defends. 
The grateful people stand his friends; 
Not strains of law, nor judge's frowo^ 
Nor topicks brought to please the crown^ 
Nor witness hir*d, nor juiy picked. 
Prevail to bring him in convict. 

" In exile *, with a steady hearty 
He spent his life's declining partj 
Where folly, pride, and faction sway, 
Bemote from St. John, Pope, and Gay. 
His friendships there, to few confin'd. 
Were always of the middling kind ; 
No fools of rank» a mongrel breed. 
Who fain would pass for lords indeed s 
Where titles give no right, or power. 
And peerage is a withered flower 3 
He would have held it a disgrace. 
If such a wretch had known his face. 
On rural squires* that kingdom's bane. 
He vented oft* his wrath in vain: 
#•••••• squires to market brought ; 

Who sell their souls and •••• for nought. 

The ♦♦••••• go joyful back. 

To ♦*♦ the church, their tenants rack. 
Go snacks with ••••••• 

And keep the peace, to pick up fees; 
In every job to have a share, 
A gapl or turnpike to repair ; 



* |n Ireland) which he had reaioii to call t pla^ ttf exile: to 
which country nothing could haTC driven him but die qucen*« 
death, who had determined to fix Kim In ^o^Undy iji spite of 
the dachess ol Somerset, &c* H* 
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And tarn the tax for ^ublick roads» 
Commodious to their own abodes. 

*' Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
Had too mnch satire in his vein ; 
And 8<pem*d detenmn*d not to starve it^ 
Because no age could more deserve it. 
Yet malice never was his aim; 
He lash*d the vice^ but spared the name* 
No individual oould resent. 
Where thousands equally were meant | 
His satire points at no defbct. 
But what all mortals may correct; 
For he abhorr*d that senseless tribe 
Who call it humour when they gi^e : 
He spared a hump, or crooked nose» 
Whose owners set not up for beaux* 
IVue genuine dulness mov*d his pity^ 
Unless it ofFer'd to be witty. 
Those who their ignorance confest. 
He ne*er offended with a jest; 
But laugh*d to hear an idiot quote 
A verse from Horace leam*d by rote. 

«' He knew a hundred pleasing stories. 
With all the turns of whigs and tories : 
Was cheerful to his dying day $ 
And friends would let him have his way* 

'' He gave the little wealth he had 
To build a house for fools and mad 5 
And showed, by one satirick touch. 
No nation wanted it so much. 
That kingdom he hath left his deb^r, 
I wish it soon may hav^ a better.** 



Z2 
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* AN BPISTLE TO TWO FRIENDS •. 

TO DR. BBtaHAMf* 
Sity V9y. 2), at iu|^t, 1 7 It* 

Whbn i left you, I found myself of the grape's 

juice sick I 
I'm so full of pity, I never abo^e sick ; 
And the patientest patient ever you knew sick : 
Both when I am purge-sick^ and when I am spe^- 

sick. 
1 pitied my c^t, whom I knew by her mew sick : 
She meoded at iirst, but now slie*s anew sick. 
Captain Butler made soa^ in the church black and 

blue sick. 
DeanCr6ss, had be preach'd, would have made us all 

pew- sick. 
Are not you> in a crowd when you sweat and you 

stew, sick ? 
Lady Santry got out of the church when iho grew 

sick. 
And, as fast as she could, to tlie deanery flew sick. 
Miss Morice was (I .can you assure 'tiji true) sick : 
For, who wouid not be in that nuiperous crew sick? 
Such musick would pi^ke a fanatick or Jew aicki 
Yet, ladies are seldom at ombre or ko sick. 
Nor is old Nant^y Shales> whene'er she does brQw> 

sick. 

• Thjs. medley (for it cannot he called a poem) is given as a 
specimen of those bagatelles for which the Dean bath perhaps 
been too severely censured. H. ♦ 

-f- Richard Helsham, M. D, professor of physick and natu- 
ral philosophy in the university of Dublin. See the Preiacc to 
>lany on Polygamyi .^ N. 
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Hy footman came home from the churdi of a bruise 

sickt 
And looked like a rake, who was made in the stewa 

sick i 
But 700 learned doctors can make whom you;choos« 

sicks 
An3 poor I myself was, when I withdrew, sick; 
For the smell of thsnx made me like garlick and me 

sick. 
And I got through the crowd, though not led by a 

clew, sick. 
Yet hop*d to find many (for that was your cue) sick; 
But th«re was not a doMn (to give them their due) 

sick« 
And thbse to be sure, stuck together like glew, sick. 
So are ladies in crowds, when they squeeze and they 

screw, sick J 
You may find they are all, by their yellow t>ale hue« 

sick; 
So am I, wiien tobacco, like Robin, I chew, sick. 



TO DR* SHBRIDAir^ 

If I write any more, it will make my poor Muse 
sick. 
This night I came home with a very cold dew sick. 
And I wish I may soon be not of an ague sick ; 
But I hope I shall ne*cr be like you, of a shrew sick. 
Who (^ten has made me, by looking askew, sick. 
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DR. HELSRAM S ANSWER; 

The doctor's first rhyme would make any Jew 

tick: 
f know it has made a fine lady hi bhie sick^ 
For which she is gone in a coach to Killbrew sick. 
Like a hen I once had, from a fox when she flew 

sick: 
Last Monday a lady at St. Paj^ck's did q>ew sick: 
And made s^l the rest of the folks in the pew tick. 
The surgeon who bled her his lancet out drew sick. 
And stopt the distemper, as beitig bat new sick. 
The yacht, the kit storm, had all her whole crew 

sick i 
Had we two been tbere> it woold barve made me and 

you sick : 
A lady that long'i, h by eating of glew stcb } 
Did you ever know one in a very good Q, sick ? 
I*m told that my wife is by winding a clew sick; 
The doctcu-s have made bev by rhyme and by rue 

sick^ 
There's a gamester in town, for a throw that he 

threw sick. 
And yet the old trade of his dice he*ll pursue sick j 
}*ve known an dd miser for paying his due sick $ 
At present I'm grown by a pinch of my shoe sick, 
And wbat wouM you have me with tersKs to do sick? 
Send rhynnes, and 1*11 send you some others in lieu 

sick. 

Q^ rhymes I h^ve plenty, 
An3 therefore send twenty. 
Answer'd the same day when sent, Nov, 23. 

I desire you will carry both these to the Doctor, 
•. together with his, own > and let iiim know we are 
not persons to be insulted. 
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*' Can you match with mc, 
" Who send thirty-three ? 
*• You must get fourteen more, 
*' To tfi^H* ap ihlrty-ftmr i 
** But, if me you can conquer, 
" I'll own you a strong cur *." 

This moming Tril gta#l«fg> by siOclling of yew, 
sick J . . 

My brother's come over with gold frotn Peru sick ;, 
Last night I (ianie home tn a storm that ihtt blew 

sic!?? 
This moment my dog M « eat I bfUloo dic}i $ 
I hear, from good hands> that my poor cousin IJughi 

sick) 
By quaffing a bottle, and J)u11ing a sctls^ slckV 
And now there's no mdfc 1 can write (yoii'lt excuse) 

SXCkj T ; • ;- • . ' • 

You see that I scorn to mention word musifsk. 
I'll do ray best, 
T6 ^ttid the tiest J ' 

Withotitajest; 
rU stand the tett. 

These Mats that I And you, 1 hope yotl'H ^t\iie 
sick J 
ril make you with wri^ting a little more new» sick^ 
Last night I came home with drinking of booze sick j 
My* carpenter swears thit hfe^ll hack ana ' li^'JrheW 

sick; 
An officers lady^'Fm told, is tattoo sick; 
I'm afraid that the line thirty-four you will view sUck, 
Lord} I could write a dozen morej . 
You see, I've mounted fhirty-fbur, 

• The lines « thtis Tttarfed* were vnitteti by Dr. Sw}ft, tt the 

bottom of Dp. Helsham's twenty lines ; and the. following four* 

' tecQ were l^fterWsord added on tbe sattie pajier. If. j 
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A LfiTTER TO Dtt.ttELSHAM. 

Pray discrudatB what follows* 

1 KB dullest beast, and gentleman's liqaor^ 
Wlien young is often due to the vicar. 

The dullest of beasts, and swine's delight. 
Make up a bird very swift of flight. 

The dullest beast when high in stature, ' 
Aod another of royal nature, 
For breeding is a useful creature. 

The dullest beast, and a party distress'd^ 
When too long, is bed aa best. 

The dullest beast, and the saddle it wears^ 
Is good for partridge, not ifor bares. 

The dullest beast and kind voice of a cat. 
Will make a horse go, though he be not fat. 

The dullest of beasts and of birds in the air. 
Is that by which aU Irishmen swear. 

The dullest beast and fam'd college for Teagues, 
Is a person very unfit for intrigues. 

The dullest beast and a cobler*s tool. 
With a boy that is only £t for school. 
In summer is very pleasant and oool. 

The dullest beast and that which you kiss, 
i/biy b^eak a limb of master of miss. 

Of serpent kind, and what at distance kills, 
^oor mistress Dingley oft hath felt its lalU. 
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The dullest beast, and eggs unsound, 
Without it I rather w^uld walk on the ground. 

The dulles't beast and what covers a house. 
Without it a writer is not worth a' louse. 

Thc'dullest beast, and scandalous vermin, 
Of roast or boil'd, to the hungry is charming. 

The dullest beast, and what*s cover *d with crust, 
There's not^ody but a fool that would trust. 

The fullest beast mending highways, 
Is to a horse an evil diaeate. 

The dullest beast and a hole in the ground. 
Will dress a dinner worth five pound. 

The dullest beadt, and what doctors pretefii. 
The cookmaid often has by the end. 

The dullest beast and fish for lent. 

May give you- a blow youll for ever repent. 

The dullest beast, and a shameful jeer. 
Without it a lady should never appear. 

Wednesday night. 
I writ all these before I went to bed. Pray ex* 
plaiu them for CDe> because I caonot do it,. 
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EPIGRAM, 

OH rut BUSTS * IK RICHMOND HBHMITA6E* 1732» 
<* Sic liti Ictantur docti.** 

With honour thus by Carolina plac*d. 
How are these venerable bustoes graced ! 
O queen, with more than regal title crown*dj 
Fbr love of arts and piety renown*d I 
How do the friends of virtue joy to see 
Her darling sons exalted thus by thee 1 
Nought to their fame can now be added marep 
Severed by her whom all mankind adore* 

AHoTHElt. 

Lbwis the living learned fed. 
And raised the scientifick head : 
Our frugal queen » to save her meat^ 
Exalts the heads that cannot eat. 



A CONCLUSIOH DRAWN rROM THB ABOVE B^I« 
GRAMS, AND SENT TO THE DRAPIER. 

Since Anna^ whose bounty thy merits had fed^ 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head ; 
And since our good queen to the wise is so just. 
To raise heads for such as are huiqbled in dust» 
I wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted ; 
Prithee go, and be dead, and be doubly exalted. 

• KewtoD, Locke, Clarke, and Woohston. H. 



DR. SWIFTS ANSWEX, 



Her majesty never shall be my exalter; 
And yet she would raise me, I know, by a halter i 



TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT. 

WITH A FEBSEHT -OF A PAPER BOOK riNBLT BOUHDji 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY> NOV. 30, 1732*. 

BT JOHN EARL OP ORRERY. 

1 o thee, dear Swift, these spotless leaves I send ; 
Small is the present, but sincere the friend. 
I'hink not so poor a book below thy care ; 
Who knows the price that thou canst make it bear) 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face. 
The specious front shines out with borrow*d grace; 
Though pasteboards, glittering like a tinselled coat, 
A rasa tabula within denote ; 
Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modern vices, should provoke thy rage ; 
If, warned once more by their impending fate, 
A sinking country and an injur'd state 
Thy great assistance should again demand. 
And call |prth reason to defend the land; 

* It was occaiioned by in annual ^pstom, which I foufld por- 
sued among hit friends, of making lum a present oa his birth- 
day. OunsiiT* 
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Then shall we view these sheets with glad surpitse 

Inspir*d with thought, and speaking to oar eyes : 

Each vacant space, shall then, enrich*d, dispense 

True force of eloquence, and nervous sense ) 

Inform the jtidgment, animate the hearty 

And sacred roles of policy impart. 

The spangled covering, bright with splendid ore. 

Shall cheat the sight with empty show u« more s 

But lead us inward to those golden mines. 

Where all thy soul in native lustre shines. 

So when the eye surveys some lovely fair. 

With bloom of beauty grac*d, with shape and air; 

How is the rapture heightened, when we find 

Her form excelled by her celestial noind ! 



VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 
ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK, 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

BY PK.DStANT. 

Hither from Mexico I came. 
To serve a proud lernian dame : 
Was long submitted to her wilU 
At length she k>st me at quadrille. 
Through. various shapes I often pass'd. 
Still hoping to hav« rest at last} 
And still ambitious to obtain 
Admittance ta the patriot Dean j 
And sometimes got within his door,^ 
But soon turned out to serve the poor * ; 

• AUad&ng t« five hundred poaadi lent by the Peas, without 
jAterest, Co. poor tradesmen. F» 
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Not Strolling Idleness to aid. 
But holiest Industry dccay'd. 
At length an artist purchas'd me. 
And wrought me to the shapt you see* 

This done^ to Hermes I apply *d : 
" O Hermes i gratify my pride > 
Be it my fate to serrc a sage» ' 

The greatest genius of his age ; 
That matchless pen let me supply, 
Whose living lines will never die !*' 

« I grant your suitj'* the God replied. 
And here he left me to reside. 



VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY THE FOBEGOING PRESENTS, 

A PAPER BOOK is sent by Boyle, 
Too neatly gilt for me to soil. 
Delany sends a silver standish. 
When I no more a pen can brandish. 
Let both around my tomb be plac'd : 
As trophies of a Muse deceas*d ; 
And let the friendly lines they writ. 
In praise of long-departed wit, . 
Be grav'd on cither side in columns. 
More to my praise than all my volumes, 
To't)urst with envy, spite, and rage, 
The Vandals of the present age. 
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AN INVITATION, BY DR. DEL ANY, IN THE 

NAME OF DR. SWIFT *. 

Mighty Thomas t* a solemn seoatus J I call. 
To consult for Sapphira § $ so come one and all $ 
Quit books, and quit business, your care and your caTe» 
For a long winding walk, and a short bill of fare. 
I ve mutton for you, sir^ and as for the ladies. 
As friend Virgil has it j I've aJiud mercedes^ 
For Letty ||, one filbert, whereon to regale; 
And a peach for paleConstance^ to make a full meal; 



* See Mrs. Pilkington*s Memoirs, rol. III. page 5$. K. 

\ From their diminutive size, the Dean used to call Mr. PIU 
kington «« Tom Thumb," and his wife " his lady fair." N, 

X To correct Mrs. Barber's poems ; which were published at 
London, in 4to, by subscnption; with the addition of several 
poems by her son Constantine, afterward a very learned physician, 
and president of the college of physicians in Dublin. — 'The De^n^ 
in his will, bequeathed to Mrs. Barber <' the medal oi queen Anne 
and prince George, which she formerly gave me." . N. 

§ The name by which Mrs. Barber was distinguished by her 
friends* N. 

II Mrs. Pilkington. K. 

% Mrs. Constantia Grierson^ a native of Kilkenny, who died ^ 
in 1733, at the age of 47. She was well versed in Greek ani 
Roman literature, history, divinity, philosophy, and mathema- 
ticks. She gave a proof of her knowledge of the Latin tongue^ 
by her dedication of the Dublin edition of Tacitus to the Joid 
Carteret, and by that of Terence to his son, to whom she like- 
wise wrote a Greek epigram. Lord Carteret obtained a patent 
for Mr. George Grierson, her husband, to be king^s Sprinter in 
Ireland \ and, to distinguish and reward her extraordinary merit* 
had her life i&serted in it. See the preface to Mn. Barber*s 
poems. N. 
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Jknd fcr your cruel part ♦, who take pleasure in bJodd^ 
1 have that of the grape, which is ten ti' les as gtKxir 
.Flow wit to her honour, flow wine to her health j 
High rais'd be her worth, above titles or wealths 



THRBEASTS* CONFESSION TO THE PRIEST^ 

Oir OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE 
THBI& OW17 TALENTS. IJ32» 

. PREFACE. 

I RAVE been long of opinion, that there is not • 
more general and greater mistake, or of worse con« 
sequences through the commerce of mankind, than 
the wrong judgments they are apt to entertaio of 
their own talents. I knew a stuttering aldetman xa 
London, a great frequenter of coffeehouses; who, 
when a fresh newspaper waa brought in, constantly 
seized it first, ^nd read it aloud to his brother citi* 
zens; but 'in a manner as little intelligible to the 
standers-b]r as to himself. How many pretenders to 
learning^ expose themselves by chposing to discourse 
en those very parts of science wherewith they are 
least acqnainted ! It is the same case in tvtry other 
qnalificaiion. By the multitude of those who deal 
In rhymes^ from half a sheet to twenty, which come 
OQt every minate> there must be at kast five hun- 
dred poets in the city and suburbs of London j half 
ss many cofieehouse orators, exclusive of the clergy; 
fctty thousand politicians^ and four thousand live 

* Mn» Vam Lenen (Mrs. I^lkiagton's mother), who used fefr 
mjg^t with Dr»Swif^ about his declamatioA agaiast eatin|( 

jL A 2 
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bundred profoatid scholars 3 not to mention the wits, 
the railers, Uie smart fellows, and criticks 5 all as 11- 
iitorate and impudent as a suburb whore. What are 
we to think of the fine-dressed sparks, prond of 
their own personal deformities, which appear the 
more hideous by the contrast of wearing scarlet and 
gold, with what they oall toupets * on their heads, 
and all the frippery of a modern beau, to make a 
figure before women; some of them with hump-, 
backs, others hardly five feet high, aud every feature 
of their faces distorted ; I have seen many of these 
insipid pretenders entering into conversation with 
persons of learning, constantly making the grossest 
blunders in -every sentence, without conveying one 
single idea fit for a rational creature to spend a 
thought pn) perpetually confounding all chron<^ogy, 
and geography even of present times, compute, that 
LoDfion hath elevon native fools of the beau and 
puppy kind, for one among us in Dublin ; beside 
two thirds of ours transplanted thither, who arc now 
naturalized $ whereby that overgrown capital ex« 
ceeds ours in t^e artijC^ of dunces by forty to one; 
and what is more to our farther odortification, there 
is not one distiogaished fool of Irish birth or educa- 
tion, who makes any noise in that famous metropolian 
unless the London prints be very partial ordefectivei 
whereas London is seldom without a doaen of thcif 
^wn educating^ who engross the Vogue for half t 
winter together, and are never heard of mofe, but 
give place to a new set. This has been the ooBtent 
progress for at least thirty years past, only aUowii^ 
for the change of breed and fashion* 

The poem is grounded upon the universal felly ia 
madikind of mistakitiy thek ts^ts -, by which the 

♦ Wgs With long black tails, at that time rtfj iftach In fa- 
ihioni It wjts very common alio to caU the «es!m of them b| 
the nme aame. F« 
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antbor does a great honour to his own species, al- 
most equalling them with certain brutes i wherein, 
indeed^ he is too partial, as he freely confesses r and 
jrel he has ^one as low as he well could, by specify- 
ing four animals ^ the wolf, the ass, the swine, and 
the ape; all equally mischievous^ except the last, 
who outdoes them in the article of cunning : so 
great is the pride of man I 

¥T BBi^ beasts could speak (the learned say 
They still can do so every day) 
It seems, they had religion then. 
As much as now we find in men. 
It happen*d, when a plague broke out, 
(Which theiHsfore made them more devout) 
The king of brutes (to make it plain^ 
Of quadrupeds I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command. 
That eveiy subject in the land 
Should to the priest confess their sins | 
And thus the pious Wolf begins : 
Good father, I must own with shame^ 
That often I have been to blame t 
I must confess, on Friday last. 
Wretch that I was! I broke my fast: 
Bat I defy the basest tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong ; 

. Or ever went to seek my food 
By rapine, theft, or thirst of blood. 

, The Ass, approaching next, confessM, 
That in his heart he lov'd a jest : 
A wag he was, he needs must own> " ' 
And coiild not let a dunce alone : 
Sometimes bis friend he would not spare, 
And might perhaps be too severe : 
But yet, the worst tbat could be said. 
He was a wit bo(h born and bred ; 
aa3 
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Abd, if it be a sin ^dd shatne, 
Natufe alotie must bear the blame: 
One fault he has, is soity for't. 
His ears are half a foot too short; 
Which could he to the Standard bfinfc 
HcM show his face before the king :* 
Then for hli voice, there's none dist)Utes 
That he*s the nightingale of brutes. 

The Swine with contrite heart allow'd^- 
His shape and beauty made him proud: 
In diet was perhaps too nice. 
But gluttony was ne'er his vice : 
In every turn of life content. 
And meekly took what fortune sent : 
Inquire through all the parish round, 
A better neighbour ne'er was found : 
His vigilance niight some displease; 
'Tis true, he hated sloth like pease. 

The mimic Ape beg^n his cbatterg 
How evil tongues his life bespatter ; 
Much of the censuring world complain'd^ 
Who said, his gravity was feign'd : 
Indeed the strictness of his morals 
Engag d him in a hundred quarrels : 
He saw, and he was griev'd to see't. 
His zeal was sometimes indiscreet : 
He found his virtues too severe 
¥ot our corrupted times to bear; 
Yet such a lewd licentious age 
Mi^ht well excuse a stoick's rage« 

The XJoat advanced with decent pace j 
And first excused his youthful face; 
Forgiveness begg'd, that he appeared 
('Twas Nature's fault) without a beard. 
"Tis true, he was not much inclined 
To fondness 'for the female kind; 
Not, as his enemies object, 
From chance, or natural defect ; 
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Not by his frigid cbnstitcrtioti ; 

But through a piotls rttolutton: 

For he had made a holy vcr^ 

Of Chastity, as monks do now: 

Which h% resolv'd to keep fot evet hence/ 

And strictly too, is doth his reverence *» 

Apply the tale, and you shall find. 
How just it suits with hnm^nkind. 
Some faults we own : bat, (ran yod guess } 
lyhy virtues carried ia excess, 
Wherewith our vanity endows us, 
Though neither foe nor friend allows ns. 

The Lawyer swears (you may rely ofi't) 
He never squeftx'd a needy client | 
And this he makes his constant riile ; 
For which his brethren call him tool ; 
His conscience always was ^o nice, 
He freely gave the poor advice 3 
By which hfe lost, he may affirm, 
A hundred fcts last Easter term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break ttie patience of a Job; 
No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick dispatch 5 
Ne'er kept a cause, he well may boast^ 
Alx)ve a term or two at most. 

The cringing Knave, who seeks a place 
Without success, thus tells his case: 
Why should he longer mince the matter? 
He iail'd, because he could not flatter j 
He had not learned to turn his coat. 
Nor foi* a party give his vote : 
His crime he quickly understood ; 
Too zealous for the nation's good : 
He found the ndinisters resent it. 
Yet could not for his heart repent it. 

• The priest his confessor. F, 



The tSiapIain vows, he cannot fawo> 
Though it would raise him to the lawn t 
He pass'd his hours among his books ^ 
You find it in his meagte looks : 
He mighty if he were worldly wise^ 
Preferment get, and spare his eyes : 
But owiis, he bad a stubborn spirit. 
That mad^ him trust alone to merit $ 
Woi^d rise by merit to promotion; 
Alasl a mere chimerick notion. 

The l>octory if you will believe him. 
Confessed a sin ; (and God Forgivte him !) 
CaU'd up at midnight, ran to save 
A blind old beggar from the grave ; 
But see how Satan spreads his snares | 
He quite forgot to say his prayers. 
He cannot help it for his heart 
Sometimes to act the parson's part : 
Quotes from the Bible many a sentence. 
That moves his patients to repentance : 
And, when his medicines do nq g6od> 
Supports their minds with heavenly food| 
At which, however well intended. 
He hears the clergy are offended ; 
And erown so bold behind his back, 
To odl him hypocrite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a seat; 
Says grace before and after meat j 
And calls, without ejecting airs. 
His household twice a day to prayers. 
He shuns apothecaries shops. 
And hates to cram the sick with slops 1 
He scorns to makei bis art a trader 
Nor bribes my lady V favourite maid. 
Old nurse-keepers would never hire. 
To recommend him to the squire; 
Which others, whom he will «ot name. 
Have often practised to their shame.^ 
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The Statesman tells you, with a sneer. 
His fault is to be too sincere j 
And having no sinister ends, 
Is apt to disoblige his friends. 
The nation's good, his mastcr*s glory^ 
Without regard to whig or tory. 
Were all the schemes he had in view;. 
Yet he was seconded by few : 
Though solne had spread a thousand llesi^ 
'Twas he defeated the excise. 
"Twasr kno^ii, though he had bora aspersion^ 
That standing troops were his aversion i 
His practice was, in tvcry station. 
To serve the king, and please the nation. 
Though hard to find in every case 
The fittest liian to fill a place : 
His promises he. ne'er forgot. 
But todk raeniorials on the spot ^ . 
His enemies, for want of charity. 
Said, he affected popularity : 
'Tis true, the people understood. 
That all he did was for their good^ 
Their kind affections he has tried ; 
]No love is lost on either side. 
He came to court with fortune dear. 
Which now he runs out every year : 
Must, stt the rate that he goes on. 
Inevitably be undone : 
O ! if his itiajesty would please 
To give him but a Writ of ease, • 
Would gr?nt Wm licence to retire. 
And it hds long been his desire. 
By fair aciiounts it would be^ound[» 
He*8 poorer by ten thousand pound. 
He own^, and hopes it is no sin. 
He ne'er wa« partial to his kin ; 
He thought it base for men in stations 
To crowd the court with their relations : 
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^ tiu coQDtrjr was his dearest mother^ 
' And every virtuous man his brothef ; 
Through modesty or awkward shame, 
(For which he owns himself to blame) 
He found the wisest man he could. 
Without respect to friends or blood; 
Nor ever acts on private views. 
When he has liberty to choose. 
The Sharper swore, he hated play, 
. Except to pass an hour away : 
And well he might j for, to his cost. 
By want of skill, he always lost ; 
He heard there was a club of cheats. 
Who had contrivM a thousand feats ^ 
Could change the stock, or cog a die. 
And thus deceive the sharpest eye : 
Nor wonder how his fortune snnk. 
His brothers fleece him when he's drunk. 

I own the moral not exact; 
BcMdes, the tale is false in fact ; 
And so absurd, that could I raise up 
From fields Elysian, fabling ^sop. 
I would accuse him to his face 
For libelling the fourfoot race. 
Creatures of every kind but ours 
Well comprehend their natural powers; 
While we, whom reason ought to sway. 
Mistake our talents every day. 
The Ass was never known so stupid. 
To act the part of Tray or Cupid j 
Nor leaps upon his master's lap. 
There to be strok'd, and fed with pap. 
As jflSsop would the world persuade ; 
He better understands bis trade : 
Nor comes whene'er his lady whistles $ 
But carries loads, and feeds on thistles. 
Oar author's meaning, I presume, is 
A creature tif€s ft imf bonis ; 
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Wherein the moralist design'd 
A compliment on humankind ; 
For here be owns, that now and then 
Beasts lasky degenerate iato n^en^ 



THE PARSON'S CASE. 

That you, friend Marcos, like a stoici^ 
Can wish to die in strains heroick> 
No real fortitude implies : 
Yet, ail must own, thy wish is wise. 
'Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife,. 
Thy busy, drudging scene of life. 
Thy insolent, illiterate Vicar, 
Tl^ want of all-consoling liquor. 
Thy threadbare gown, thy cassock rent^ 
Thy credit sunk, thy money spent. 
Thy week made up of fastingdays. 
Thy grate unconsious of a blaze. 
And, to complete thy other curses. 
The quartt^rly demands of nurses, 
Are ills you wisely wish to leave. 
And fly for refuge to the grave; 
And, O, what virtue you express, 
Iti wishing such afflictions less I 

But, now, should Fortune shift the sceoe^ 
And make thy curateship a dean; 
Or some rich benefice provide. 
To pamper luxury and pride; 
With labour small and incoibe great ; 
With chariot less for use than state ; 
With swelling scarf and glossy gowo. 
And licence to reside in town ; 
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lb shine where all the gay resort. 
At concerts, coffeehouse, or court : 
And weekly persecute his grace. 
With visits, or to beg a place J 
With underlings thy dock to teach. 
With no desire to pray or preach ; 
With haughty spouse in vesture fine. 
With plenteous- meaU and generous wine; 
Wocildst thou not wish, in so much ease. 
Thy years as numerous as thy days? 



THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES. 1733. 

Poor ladies! though their business be to play, 
Tis hard they noust be basy night and day; 
Why should they want, the privilege of men. 
Nor take some small diversions now and then ? 
Had women been the makers of our laws, 
(And why they were not, I can see no cause) 
The men should slave at cards from morn to night; 
And female pleasures be to read and write. 
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A LOVE SONG, 

IN THE MODEHN TASTE. 1733. 
I. 

Fluttering spread thy purple pbions^ 
Gentle Cupid, o er my heart ; 

I> a slave in thy donuDions ; 
Nature must give way to art. 

II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 

Nightly nodding o*er your flocks. 
Sec my weary days consuming 

All beneath yon flowery rocks. 

III.' 

Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping 
Mourned Adonis, darling youth : 

Hitp the boar, io silence creeping, 
Gor*d with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 

Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 

Fair Discretion, string the lyrej 
Sooth my ever waking slumbers : 

Sright ApoUo, lend thy choir. 

T. 

Gloomy Pluto, king,of tcrrours, 
Arm'd in adamantine chains. 

Lead me to the cryjital mirrors. 
Watering soft El^sian plains. 

VOL. XI. B B 



27B swirr^ ?obms, 

▼I. 

Moarnfal cypress, verdant willow^ 
Gilding my Aurelia*s brows, 

Morpheus, hovering o*er my pillow^ 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 

vn. 

Melancholy smooth Meander,, 
Swiftly purling in a round. 

On thy margin lovers wander. 
With thy flowery chafdets crowa*d. 

VIII, 

Thus when Philomela drooping 
Softly seeks her silent mate* 

See the bird of Juno stoq[nng | 
Melody resigns to fate. 



ON THE woans 
BROTHER PROTESTANTS 

ANSt 

FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

So fainitiarly used by the adTocates for the lepeal of the TatT 
Act in Ireland, I73S« 

An inundation, says the fable, 
O*erflow*d a farmer's barn and stable; 
Whole ricks of hay aod stacks of com 
Were down the suddea current beni^ 
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While things of heterogeimous kind • 
Together float with tide and wind. 
The generoQB wheat forgot its ptiAe^ 
And 8ail*d with Utter side by side ; 
Uniting ail, to show their amity, 
. As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new«dropp'd horse's dang» 
Mingling with apples in the throng. 
Said to the pippin plomp and prim, 
** See, brother, how we apples swim." 

Thus Lamb, renown'd for catting cprns. 
An offered fee from RadclifF scorns, 
•* Not for the world — we doctors, brother. 
Must take no fees of one another.*' 
Thus to a dean some curate sloven 
Subscribes, " Dwr sir, your brother loving," 
Thus all the footmen, shoeboys, porters. 
About St. James's, cry, " We courtiers." 
Thus Horace in the house will prate^ 
*< Sir, we the ministers of state." 
Thus at the bar the booby Bettesworth *, 
Though half a crown o'erpays his sweat's worth, 
Who knows in law nor text nor margent. 
Calls Singleton his brother sergeant. 
And thus fanatick saints, though neither in 
Doctrine j3or discipline our brethren, 

* Modesty and good-matmen did not prevent Bettetworth from 
exposing himaeif to the censure even of his own friends : fur, upon 
hearing that the Dean had dined at Mr. WorraPs house, he went 
thither after dinner* poured out some of bis ill language in the 
Dean*s presence, and said, ** He could bear the appellation of 
^gue, or viUa'iiiy tathet than ^^.** The Dean made no reply 
to him ; but only observed to the company, ** This man is alto<* 
gether beside himself: I wonder his friends do not take better 
care of him. Pray, Mr. Worral send to his relations to get him 
confined.**' This mild answer quieted the madman for this time; 
and the Dean never saw him afterwards. See Swift^s own account 
of thit affair, in a Letter t« the duke of Dorset^ in January 
I7I3-4- N. * 

BB2 
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Are brother prbtestants and CbrisHaiu^ 
As much as Hebrew^ and Philistines : , 

But in no other sense, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 
Lice from your body suck their food ; 
* But is a louse your flesh and blood > 

Though bom of human filth and sweat, it 
As well may say man did beget it. 
And maggots in yoor nose and chin 
As well may claim you for their kin. 

Yet criticks may object, why not ? 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 
Which made enr swanp of sects detenirine 
Employments for their brother vermin. 
But be they finglisb, Iri^, Scottish, 
What profestant can be so sottish. 
While o'er the church these cloads ate gathering, 
To (Call a swarm of lice* his brethren f 

As Moses, by divine advice. 
In Egypt turn'd the dust to lice j 
And a^ our sects, by all descriptions. 
Have hearts more hardened than Egyptians 3 
As from the trodden dlist they springs 
And, turn'd to lice, infest the king : 
For pity's sake> it wduld be just, 
A rod should turn them back to dust. 

Let folks in high or hoJy stations 
Be proud of owning such relations ; 
Let courtiers hug Sjcm in their bosom. 
As if they were afraid to lose 'em : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption — " Thou >t my father," 
For he that has so little wit 
To nourish vermin, may be bit, 



y^ 
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BETTESWORTH'S EXULTATION, 

trrON HEARINO THAT HIS KAMB WOULD £B TRAM^^ 
MITTB9 TO FOSTBBITY IN OB. 8WIFT*S MTOBKS. 

WbLL ! now, since the heat of my l>asslon*s abated. 
That the Dean hath lampoond me, my inind is 

elated: — 
Lampooned did t call it> — ^No— what was it then ? 
What was it ? — 'Twas fame to be lash'd by his pen : 
Fot had he hot pointed me out, I had slept till 
£'^n doomsday, a poor insignificant reptile. 
Half lawyer, half actor, pert, dull, and inglorious* 
Obscure, and unheard of— but now I*m notorious. 
Fame has but two gates, a white and a black one. 
The worst they can say is, I got in at the back one : 
If the end be obtain*d 'tis equal what portal 
I enter, since Tm to be rendered immortal : 
So clysters applied Co the anus, *tis said, 
By skilful physicians, give ease to the head — 
lliough my title be spurious, why should I be 

dastard, 
A man is a man, though he should be a'bastard. 
Why sure *tis some comfort that heroes should slay us. 
If I fall, I would fall by the hand of iEneas; 
And who, by the Drapier would not. rather damn*d be, 
Than demigoddized by madrigal Namby *• 

A man is no more, who has once lost his breath j 
But poets convince us there's life after death. 
They call from their graves the king or the peasant^ 
React our old deeds, and make what's past present j 

• Ambrose Philips. N» 
B B 3 
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And when thej'would study to set forth a like. 
So the lines be well drawn^ and the cdoura but strike^ 
Whatever the subject be, coward or hcro> 
A tyrant or patriot, a Titus or Nero, 
To a judge *tis all one which he fixes his ey^ on. 
And a well-painted monkey's as good as a lion. 
The scriptures affirm (as I heard m my youth, 
For indeed I ne er read them, to speak for once truth,) 
That death is the wages of sin, but the just 
Shall die not, although they be laid in the<lust. 
They say so, so be it, I care not a straw. 
Although I be dead both in Gospel and law; 
In verse I shall live, and be read ii^ each climate; 
What more can be said of prime sergeant or primate? 
While Carter and f rcndergast both may be rotten. 
And damn*d to the bargain, and yet be forgotten. 



THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW; oa, THE 
KEVAN BAYL^S NEW BALLAD, 

xffcfvi saaGSAiVT Jtita'a iNatxL^iNG th£ 0bak« 

T6 the Tune of, Deny dawn. 

JoLLT boys of St. Kevan's, St. Patrick'*, Donors, 
And Smithfield, I'll tell you, if not told before. 
How Bettesworth, that booby, and soeuadfel in 

grain. 
Has insulted us all by insulting the Dean. 

Knock htm down, down, down^ knock him down. 

Thcf Dean and his merits wfe every one know. 
But this skip of a lawyer^ where the De'el did he 
grow7 



HoW'freater bis merit at Four Courts of Hodse, 
Han the barking of Towter, or leap of a loose ? 

Knock Mm down, Ite^. 

Tbat be catne from the Temple^ his morals do 
show 5 
But where his deep law is, few mortals yet ItnoW : 
His rhetorick, bombast, silly jests, arc by fhr 
More like to lampooning, than pleading at bar. 

Knock him dovrn, Sta 

This pedlar, at speaking and making of laws^ 
Has met with returns of all sorts but applause; 
Has, with noise and odd gestm-es, been prating some 

years. 
What feonester folks neter durst for their ears. • 

Knock him down, ft?c. 

Of all sizes and sorts, the fanatical cr$w 
Are bis brother protestants, good men and true, 
Bed hat, and blue bonnet, and turban's the same» ' 
What che De'el is't to hioa whence the Devil they 
came? 

Knock Um down> 9ob. 

Hobbes, Tindal, and Woolstoo^ gnd Collins, and 
Nayler, 
And Moggleton, Tolandi and BradleJ^ the Taylor, 
jire Christians alike ; and it may be averr'd, 
Hes a Christian as good as the rest of the herd. 

Knock him down, &c. 

He only the rights of the clergy debates. 
Their rights! their importance I We'if set on new 

rates 
On their tithes at half-nothing, their priesthood at 

less : 
What's next to be voted with ease you may guess. 

Knock him down^ &c* 
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At length hift oid master (I need not liiiD name) 
To this damnable speaker had long ow*d a shame; 
IflTben bis speech came abroad, he paid him oflTcleao^ 
By leaving him under the pen of the Dean. 

Knock htm down, &c. 

He hindled, as if the whole satire had been 
The oppression of virtue, not wagos of sin : 
He began, as he bragg*d, with a rant and a roar ; 
He bragg*d how he boanc*d, and be swore how he 
swore. 

Knock him down, &c« 

Though he crbg*d to his deansbip in very low 
strains. 
To others he boasted of knocking out brains. 
And slitting of noses, and cropping of ears. 
While his own ass's zags were more fit for the 
shean. 

Knock him down, iic* 

On this worrier of deans whene*er we can hit. 
Well show him the way how to crop and to slit j 
We*ll teach him some better address to afford 
To the Dean of all deans, though he wears not a 
sword. 

Knock him down, &c. 

We'll colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick's, 
Donore, 
And Smithfield, as rap was ne*er coltcd before j 
Well oil him with kennel, and powder him with 

grains, 
A modus right fit for insulters-of deans. 

Knock him down, &c. 

And, when this is over, we'll make him amends. 
To the Dean he shall goj they shall kiss and be 
friends : 
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Bat how ? Why, the Dean shall to him disclose 
A face for to kiss, without eyes, ears, or nose. 

Knock him down, &c* 

If you My thisrts hard on a man that is feckon'd 
That sergeant a Haw whom we call Kite the Secoiid, 
You mistake ; for a shive^vrho will ooact his snperiours^ 
May be proud to b^ lickkig a great n»Q*s posteriours. 

Knock Urn down, kc. 

Tyhat care we how high runs his passion or pride ? 
Though his soul he despises, he values his hide ; 
Then fear not his tongue, or his sword, or his knife; 
He'll take his revenge on his inuQccnt wife. 

Knock him down, down, down, keep him down. 



ON THE ARCHBISHOP OF CASHED 
AND BETTESWORTH. 

Dear Dick, pr'ythee tell by what passion you nwve? 
The world is in doubt; whether hatred or love > 
And, while at good Cashel you rail with such spite. 
They shrewdly suspect it is all but a bite. 
You certainly know, tliough so loudly yoi; Viapour, 
His spite cannot wound, who ^ttempK^ the Drapier. 
Then, prithee, reflect, take ^ word of advice; 
And, as your old wont is, change sides in ^ trice: 
On his virtues hold forth; 'tis uie very hesi way) 
And say of the roan what all honest men 8^« 
But if, still obdurate, your anger remains. 
If still your foul bosom more rancour oontains; 
Say then more than they; nay, lavishly flattfr, . 
*Tis your gross panegyricks alone can bespatter: 
For thine, my dear Dick, give me leave to speak plain, 
Like veiy foul mops, diity more than they cleao« 
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X B ptltry imderitogs of state. 

Ye flenatorsy who love to prate $ 

Ye nscals of inferiour note. 

Who for a dinoer sell a vote j 

Ye pack of pennonary peers, 

Whost^ fingers itch for poets' ears j 

Ye bishops, far removed from saints 

Why all this rage ? Why these complaints > 

Why against prwters all this noise ? 

This summoning of blackguard boys ? 

Why so sagacious in your guesses ? 

Your {^, and UeSf and arts, and esset ? 

Take my advice ; to make you safe, 

I know a shorter way by half. 

The point is plain > rembve the cause ; 

Defend your hberties and laws. 

Be sometimes to your country true. 

Have once the public good in view : 

Bravely despise champaign at court. 

And choose to dine at home with port : 

Let prelates, by their good Jbehaviour, 

Convince us they believe a Saviour ; 

Nor sell what they so dearly bought. 

This country, now their own, for nought. 

Ne'er did a true satirick muse 

Virtue or Innocence abuse 5 

And ^tis against poetick rules 

To rail at men, by nature fools : 

But ♦*♦*•♦♦•• 
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All human race would fain be witt^ 
And millions miss for one that hits. 
Young's universal passion, pride> 
Was never known to spread so wid«» 
Say, Britain^ could you ever boast 
Three poets in an age at most ? 
Our chilling climate hardly bean 
A sprig of bays in fifty years ; 
While every fool his claim alleges^ 
As if it grew in common hedges. 
What reason can there be assign*d 
For this perverseness in the mind ? 
Brutes find out where their talents lie: 
A bear will not attempt to fly; 
A foundered horse will oft' debate^ 
Before he tries a five-barfd gate $ 
A dog by instinct turns aside. 
Who sees the ditch too deep and wide. 
But man we find the only creature 
Who, led by folly, combats Nature; 
Who, when she loudly cries. Forbear^ 
With obstinacy fixes there; 
And, where his genius leasf inclinetii 
Absurdly bends his whole designs., 

Not empire to the rising sun 
By valour, conduct, fortune won i 
"Not higliest wisdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern states | 
Not skill in sdences profound 
So large to grasp the circle founds 
Such heavenly influence require, 
At bow to strike the Muse*8 lyre^. 
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Not beggar*8 brat on bulk begot; 
Not bastardof a pedlar Scot; 
Not boy brought up to cleaning aboea^ 
The spawn of Bridewell or the stews ; 
Noiinibnte 6sopp% the spurioua pledget 
Of gypsies littering under hedges > 
Are so discjualified by fate 
To rise in church, or law, or state. 
As he whom Phcebua in his ire 
Has blasted with poetick fire. 
What hope of custom in the fair. 
While not a soul demands your ware I 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private life, or publick use ? 
Court, city, country, want you not > 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets, law makes no provision ; 
The wealthy have you in derision : 
Of state affairs you cannot smatter } 
Are awkward when you try to flatter : 
■Your portion, taking Britain round. 
Was just one annual hundred pound; 
Now not so cifuch as in remainder. 
Since Gibber brou^lit is an attainder; 
For ever fin'd by right divine 
(A monarch's right) on Gru}> street line. 

Poor starveling bard, how small thj nains ! 
How unproportion d to thy pains ! 
And here a simile comes pal in : 
Though chickens take a month to fatten^ 
/The guests in less than hal^ an hour 
Will more tb^ half a score devour; 
So, after toiling twenty ijayjs 
To earn a stock of pence ^nd praise. 
Thy labours, grown the criticVs prey. 
Are swallowed o*er a dish of tea : 
Gone to be never heard of more. 
Gone where t^ chickepa wca^t before; 
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How shall a ne^ attemptcr leam 
Of different spirits to discqrn. 
And how distinguis^ji which is which,. 
The poet's vein, or scribbling itch ? 
Then hear ao oj'd expcrlenc'd sinner. 
Instructing thus fi young Ijeginner. 

Consult yourself; and if you Jud 
A powerful impulse urge your n^ind^ 
Im{)artial judge \^i^hia your breast 
What subject you can ngianage bqs^ ', ^ 

Whether your genius oiQ^t inclines 
To satire, praise, or humqrpu^ Unc^> '* 

To elegies in mournful tpne. 
Or prologue sent frona ban^ unljuowq. 
Then, rising with Aurora's Ugbt, 
The Muse invok'jl, sit down Xq ^^fitci 
Blot out, correct, iqsert, rc$ne, 
Enlarge, dimin^sti, interline J - 
Be mindful, wheq ^^ventiqn fai^s. 
To scratch your heatl, apcl bite yQU^ liaiW 

Your poem fiuisb'd, n^xt yp^r ca^e. 
Is needful to transcribe \t f^r. 
In modern wit all printed tr^^h i^ 
Set otF with nuraerous breaks, and das^e^ 

To statesmen ^yould you give ^ ^('^ff^ 
' You print it in itafick typCr 
When letters ar^ in vulgar shapes, 
Tis ten to one the vyit escap(?^ :* 
3ut, when in cajpit^ls expfcss'^ 
The dullest tender sa;xo.k^ th? ys^ 
Of else perhaps &e u^y w^eP^ 
A better than the poet n^eantj 
As learned commp^^tofs vi^w 
In Homer niojre than Corner knew- 

Yoiir poem in yxi naociish drcsi^ 
Correctly fitted for^Ke presj. 
Convey by peiJnypost to Lintot, 
But let no friend ajLL\fe lopk iuta't 
rot. XI., ' c G 
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If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the cost. 
You need not fear your labour lost : 
And how agreeably surprised 
Are you to see it advertised I 
The hawker shows you one in print. 
As fresh as farthings from the naint : 
The product of your toil and sweating; 
A bastard of yotir own begetting. 

Be sure at Will's, the following day. 
Lie snug, and hear what criticks say^ 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a stupid rogue. 
Damns all your thoughts as low and little. 
Sit still, and swallow down your spittle* 

fie silent as a politician. 
For talking may beget suspicion : 
Or praise the judgment of the town. 
And help yourself to run it down. 
Give up your fond paternal pride. 
Nor argue on the weaker side : 
For, poems read without a name 
We justly praise, or justly blame j 
And criticks have no partial views, 
Except they know whom they abuse : 
And since you ne'er provoke their spite. 
Depend upon't their judgments right. 
But if you blab, you are undone : 
Consider what a risk you run : 
You lose your credit all at once; 
The town will mark you for a dunce; 
The vilest doggrcl. Grab-street sends. 
Will pass for yours with foes and friends ; 
And you must bear the whole disgrace, 
Till some fresh blockhead takes your place. 

Your secret kept, your poem sunk, 
And sent in quires to line a trunk. 
If still you be disposed to rhyme, 
Go try your hand a second time. * 
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Again you fail : yet Safe's the word | 
Take courage, and attempt a third. 
But first witn care employ your thoughts 
Where criticks marked your former faults 5 
The trivial turns, the borrowed witi 
The similes that nothing fit; 
The cant which every fool repeats. 
Town jests and coffeehouse conceits. 
Descriptions tedious, flat and 3ry, 
And introduced the Lord knows why : 
Or where we find your fury set 
Against the harmless alphabet ; 
On As and Bes your malice vent^ 
While readers wonder whom you meant j 
A publick or a private robber, 
A statesman, or a South-sea jobber ; 
A prelate, who no God believes j 
A parlianaent, or den of thieves 1 
A pickpurse at. the bar or bench, 
A duchess, or a suburbwench : 
Or oft, when epithets you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink; 
Like steppingstones, to save a stride. 
In streets where kennels are too wide ; 
Or like a heel-piece, to support 
A cripple with one ifoot too short ; 
Or like a bridge, that joins a marish . 
To moorlands of a different parish. 
So have I seen ill-coupled hounds 
Drag dififerent ways in miry grounds. 
So geographers, in Africk maps, 
With savage pictures fill their gaps. 
And o*er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants for want of towns. 

But, though you miss your third essay, 
You need not throw your pen away. 
Lay now aside all thoughts of fame. 
To spring more profitable game, 
c c 2 
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From partjr merit s^ek i^apport j 
The vilest vefse thrives best at court. 
A pamphlet in sir Bob's defence 
will never fail to bring in j>eric6 : 
Nor be coneem'd about the sale. 
He pays his workmen on the nail. 

A prince, the moment he is cro\vri*d. 
Inherits every virtue tound, 
As emblems of the sovereign power. 
Like other baubles in the Tower: 
Is generous, valiatit, jtist, and wise. 
And so continues till he dies : 
His humble senate this professes. 
In all their speeches, votes, addresses. 
But once you fix him in a tomb. 
His virtues fade, his vices blootti $ 
And each perfection, wrortg imputed. 
Is fully at bis death confuted. 
The loads of poems in his praise, 
Ascending, make oire fuhdral bf^^ : 
As soon as you can bear his knell. 
This god on earth turns devil in Hell : 
And lot his tiiinrsters of state, 
Transfote'd to Ittips, Hs levee wait ; 
Where, in the scenes of endless woe. 
They ply their former arts below j 
And as they sail ii^ Charon's Ifoat, 
Contrive to bribe Che judge's vote 3 
To Cerberus they give a sop, 
His triple barking mouth to stop ; 
Or, in the ivory gate of dreams 
Project excise and South sea schemes* ^ 
Or hire their party pamphleteers 
To set Elysium by the ears. 

Then, pdet, if you mean to thrive, 
. Employ your Muse on kifts^s tfRve j 
With prudence ga'thering up a clastc^ 
Of all the virtues yq/u c^u master. 
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Which, fortn*4 into a garland sweety 
Lay humbly at your monarch's feet : 
Vi/ho, as the odours reach his throne. 
Will smile, and think them all his own ; ^ 
For law and Gospel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine : 
I mean the oracles of both. 
Who shall depose it upon oath. 
Your garland, in the following reign. 
Change but the names, will do again. 

But, if you think this trade too base, 
(Which seldom is th^ dunce's case) 
Put on the critick*s brow, and sit 
At Will's the puny judge of wit. 
A nod, a shrug, a scor^nful smile. 
With caution us'd, may serve a while. 
Proceed no farther in your part, 
Before you learn the terms of art j 
^ For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern criticks* jargon : 
Then talk^with more authentick face 
Of unities, in time and place -, 
Get scraps of Horace from your friends, 
And have them at your fingers ends 5 
Learn Aristotle's rules by rote. 
And at all hazards boldly quote; 
Judicious Ryrti^r oft review. 
Wise Dennis, and profound Bossu, 
Read all the prefaces of Dryden, * . 

For these our criticks much confide in ; 
Though merely writ at first jfor filling. 
To raise the volume's price a shilling. 

A forward critick often dupes us • 
With sham quotations j>eri hupous : 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magisterially outshine us. 
Then, lest with Greek he overrun ye. 
Procure' the book for love or money, 
c c 3 ^ 
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Translated from Boileau s traASIation, 
And quote quotation on qtiOtatioh. 

At Wiirs 70U hear a poem read, 
Where Battus from the table head, 
Recliolng on his elbowchaVr, 
Gives judgment with decisive air ; 
To whom the tribe of circling wits 
As to an oracle sabmits. 
He gives directions to the town. 
To cry it up, or run it down ; 
Like courtiers, when theyisend a note. 
Instructing members how to vote. 
He sets the stamp of bad and good. 
Though not a word be understood. 
Your lesson learn'd, you'll be secure 
To get the name of connoisseur : 
And, when your merits once are ktioWh^ 
Procure disciplies of your own. 
For poets (you can never want tHetfa) * 
Spread through Augusta Trinobantum, 
Computing by their pecks of coals, 
Amount to just nine thousand souls : 
These o'ej their proper districts govern. 
Of wit and liumonr judges sovereign. 
In every street a city bard 
Bules; like an alderman, his ward; 
His indisputed rights extend 
Through all the lane, from end to end -, 
The neighbours round admire his shrewdheaa 
Tor songs of loyalty and lewdness ; 
Outdone by none in rhyming well. 
Although he never learn'd to spell. 

Two bordering wiis contend for glory | 
And one is whig, and one is tory ; 
And this, for epicks claims the bays* 
And that, for elegiack lays : 
^me fam*d for immbers soft and sdamtt^ 
Sy lovers spoke ix> f unch's boQtbi 
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And some as justly Fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smith field drolls. 
Bavius in Wapping gains renown. 
And Maevius reigiis o'er Kentishtown: 
Tigellius plac'd in Phoebus' car 
From Ludgate shines to Teraplc-bar : 
Harmonious Gibber entertains 
The coiirt with annual birth-day strains j 
Whence Gay was banish'd in disgrace; 
Where Pope will never show his facej 
Where Yoilng must torture his inventioQ 
To flatter knaves, or lose his pension. 

But tiiese are not a thousandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet's art. 
Attending each his proper station, 
And all in due subordination. 
Through every alley to be found. 
In garrets high, or under ground ; 
And when they join their pericranica. 
Out skips a book of tniscellanie^*, 
Hobbcs clearly proves, that every creature 
Lives in a state of war by nature. 
The greater for the smaller watch, 
But meddle seldom with their match. 
A whale of moderate size will draw 
A shoal of herrings down his maw ^ 
A fox with geese his belly crams j 
A wolf destroys a thousand lambs; 
But search among the rhyming race. 
The brave are worried by the base. 
If on Parnassus' top you sit. 
You rarely bite, are always bit: 
Each poet of inferiour sise 
On you shall rail and criticise, ,- 

And strive to tear you limb from limb) 
While others do as much for him. 

The vermin only tease and pinch* 
Their foes superioor by an inch* 
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So, naturalists observe, a flea 
Has smaller fleas that on him prey -, 
And these have sraallfcr still to bite *eni, 
And so proceed ad infinitum. 
Thus every poet, in his kind, 
Is bit by him that comes behind : 
Who, though too little to be seen. 
Can tease, and gall, and give the spleen ; 
Call dunces, fools, and sons of whores. 
Lay Grub-street at each other's doors ; 
Extol the Greek arid Roman masters, 
And curse our modern poetasters ; 
Complain, as many an ancient bard did. 
How genius is no more rewarded ; 
How wrong a taste prevails among us > 
How much our ancestors outsung us \ 
Can personate an awkward scorn 
For those who are not poets born j 
And all their brother dunces lash, 
Who crowij the press with hourly trash. 

O Grub-street ! how do I bemoan thee, 
Whose graceless children scorn to own thee ! 
^ Their filial piety forgot. 

Deny their country, like a Scotj 
Though, by their idiom and grimace, 
They soon betray their native place : 
Yet thou hast greater cause to be 
Asham'd of them, th^n they of thee. 
Degenerate from their ancient brood. 
Since first the court allow'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty still. 
To purchase fame by. writing ill. 
From Flecknoe down to Howard's * time. 
How few have reached the low sublime! 

* Hon. Edwrard Howard, author of four indifll«rent plays, and 
of two books of poetry, one called ** The British Piincess,** the 
other " Poems and £ssays, with a paraphrase on Cicero's ** L«- 
lius.-' N. ■ 
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For when our high-born Howard died, 
Blackmore alone his place supplied:' 
And, lest a chasm should intervene. 
When death had finish'd Blackmore's rciga. 
The leaden crown devolv'd to thee. 
Great poet * of the hollbw tree. 
But ah I how unsccure thy throne! 
A thousand bards thy right disown : 
They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncenia t6 a common weal 3 
And with rebellious arms pretend 
'An equal privilege to descend. 

In bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants to mites in cheese. 
Than what a curious eye may trace 
Jn creatures of the rhyming race. 
From bad to worse, and worse they fall 5 
But who can reach the worst of all ? 
For though, in nature, depth and height 
Are equally held infinite : 
In poetry, the height we know 5 
Ijs only infinite below. 



^ Sir William Grith'ston, bart. (ereate<l Tlseount Griixiston 
' and baron of Dunboyne in the kingdom ef Ireland, June 3, 
1 719)* wrote a play, when a boy, to be acted by his school>fel- 
lows, entitled, ** The Lawyer*s Fortune ; or. Love in a Hollow 
^ree^** printed in 4to, 1705; a performance of so little merit* 
that his lordship, at a more advanced period of life, endeavoured 
by every means in his power to suppress it ; and this he might 
possibly have accomplished, had he not been engaged in a dispute* 
with the d^uch^ss of Marlborough, about the borough of St. AI- 
ban's. To render him ridiculous in the eyes of his constituents, 
her grace caus<;d an impression of this play to be printed, with an 
elephant in the title page dancing on a rope. This edition his 
lordship purchased 5 but her grace, being determined to accom- 
plish her design, sent a copy to be reprinted in Holland, and after- 
wards distributed the whole impression among the electors of St. 
Alban*s ) for which place, however, he wa-s chosen representative^ 
>« IVh '7'4> »»<* '7^7- ^e died Oct. 15, 1756. N. 
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For instaoce : when yoa rashly think. 
No rhymer Can like Welsted * sink. 
His merits balanced, you shall find 
The laureate f leaves him far behind. 
Concannen, more aspiring bard, 
Soars downward deeper by a yard. 
Smart Jemmy Moore X with vigour drops j 
The rest pursue as thick as hops: 
With heads to points the gulf they enter, 
Link*d perpendicular to the centre ; 
And as their heels Elated rise, 
Their beads attempt the nether skies. 

O, what indignity and shame. 
To prostitute the Muses* name! 
By flattering kings, whom Heaven desigD*d 
The plagues and scourges of mankind 3 
Bred up in ignorance and sloth. 
And every vice that nurses both. 

Fair Britain, in thy monarch blest. 
Whose virtues bear the strictest test 5 
Whom never faction could bespatter, 
Nor minister nor poet flatter -, 
What justice in rewarding merit ! 
What magnanimity of spirit; 
.. What lineaments divine we trace 
Through all his figure, mien, and face I 

* That the merits of Mr. Weltted a^ a poet have been much 
underrated, and his fair fame as a worthy member of society un«. 
warrantably traduced, an appeal may confide.itly be made to his 
Miscellaneous Works in Verse and Prose, first collected In 1787, 
8vo} and to the bio^aphical memoirs prefixed to that collec- 
tion. N. 

"t* In some editions, instead of the Laureate, was maUciously 
inserted the name of Mr* Fielding ; for whose ingenious writings 
the supposed author manifested a great esteem. N. 

J James Moore Smith, esq,, author of " The Rival Modes/* 
an unsuccessful comedy, was chiefly remarkable for a consammate 
assurance as a plagiarist. See his character at large, in the Dun- 
Ciad, U. 50. N. 
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Though peace with olive bind his hands, - 
Confess'd the conquering hero stands. 
Hydaspes, Indus, and the Ganges, 
Dread from his hand inripending changes. 
From him the Tartar and Chinese, 
Short by the knees, intreat for peace. 
The consort of his throne and bed, 
A perfect goddess born and bred. 
Appointed sovereign judge to sit 
On learning, eloquence, and wit. 
Our eldest hope, divine lUlus, 
(Late, very late, O may he rule us !) 
What early manhood has he shown. 
Before his downy beard was grown! 
Then think, what wonders will be done 
£y going on as he begun. 
An heir for Britain to secure 
As long as sun and moon endure. 
The remnant of th€ royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a £ood. 
Bright goddesses, in number five ; 
Duke William, sweetest prince alive. 
Now sing the minister of state, , 
Who shines alone without a mate. 
Observe with what majestick port 
This Atlas stands to prop the court : 
Intent the publick debts to pay. 
Like prudent Fabiiis, by delay. 
Thou great vicegerent of the king, 
Thy praises every Muse shall sing ! 
In all affairs thou sole director^ 
Of wit and learning chief protector ; 
Though small the time thou hast to spare. 
The chufch is thy peculiar care. 
Of pious prelates what a stock 
You choose, to rule the sable flock ! *' 
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You raise the honour of the peerage. 
Proud to attend you at the steerage. 
You dignify the noble race. 
Content yourself with humbler place. 
Now learning, valour, virtue, sense,- 
To titles give the sole pretence. 
St. Grcorge beheld thee with delight. 
Vouchsafe to foe an azure knight^ 
"When on thy breast and sides Herculean, 
He fix*d the star and string cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation 
Shone ever such a constellation 1 
Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your harps, andstrow your bays : 
Your panegyricks here provide j 
You cannot err on flattery's side. 
Above the stars exalt your style. 
You still are low ten thousand mile. 
On Lewis all bis bards bestow*d 
Of incense many a thousand load ^ 
But £tirope mortifipd his pride. 
And swore the fawning rascals lied. 
Yet what the worl4 refus'd to Lewis, 
Apply*d to George, exactly true is. 
Exactly true! invidiou^ poet! 
Tis fifty thousand times below it. 

Translate me now some lines, if you cax\. 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 
They could all power in Heaven divide. 
And do no wrong on either side ; 
They teach you bow to split a hair. 
Give George and Jove an equal share. 
Yet why should we be lqc*d 90 strait ? 
rU give my monarch butter weight. 
And reason good } for many a yf^ 



OK POETRY. 301 

Nor> though his priests be dul^ paid^ 
Bid ever we desire his aid : ' 

We now can better do without him^ 
Since yi/^oolstoo gave us arms to rout hitn. 

Cetera desUtraniur^ 



A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 

i 

BY. DR. SHJSRIDA)^. 1/33. 

" To make a writer miss hjs ead> 
Yoa*ve nothing else to do but naeod.** 

I OFTEN tried in vain to £nd 

A simile for womao)Lind, 

A simile I meant to fix. 'em, 

In every circumstance to hit *em. 

Through every be^st and bird I went^ 

I ransack*d every element ; 

And« after peeping through all nature 

To find so whimsical a crisature, 

A cloud presented to my view^ 

And straight this parallel I drew: 

Clouds turn with every wind about. 
They keep us in suspense and doubt. 
Yet oft perverse, likj$ womankind^ 
Are seien to scud against the wind : 
And are not women just the same ? 
foTy who can tell at what they aim I 

Clouds keep the stoutest mortals under. 
When bellowing they discharge their thimder: 
So when the alarumbell is rung 
Of Xanti's eyeirlasting tongue, 

vouxi. sx> 
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The husband dreads its loudness more 
Than lightning's flash, or thunder's roar. 

Clouds weep, as they do, without pain ; 
And what are tears but wonaen's rain? 

The clouds about the welkin roam : 
And ladies never stay at home. 

The clouds build castles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fa^r : 
For all the schemes of thelir forecasting. 
Are not more solid nor more lasting. 

A cloud is light by turns, and dark. 
Such is a lady with, her spark 5 
Now with a sudden, pouting gloom 
She seems to darken all the room ; 
Again she's pleas'd, his fears beguil'd. 
And all is clear when she has smil'd. 
In tjiis they're wondrously alike, 
( I hope the simile will strike) 
Though in the darkest dumps you view them. 
Stay but a moment, you'll see through them. 

The clouds are apt to make reflection ; 
And frequently produce infection j 
So Caelia, with small provocation. 
Blasts every neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy show, 
(For they, like ladies, have their bow) 
The gravest matron will confess. 
That she herself is fond of dress. 

Observe the clouds in pomp array'd. 
What various colours are display 'd j 
The pink, the rose, the violet's die, 
In that great drawingroom the sky; 
How do these differ from our Graces, 
In garden-silks, brocades, and laces ? 
Arc they not such another sight, 
When met upon a birthday night ? 

The clouds delight to change their fashion; 
(Dear ladies, be not in a passion I) - 
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Kor let this wbirti to yoil seem strange. 
Who every hour delight in change. 

In them ai^d jou alike are seen 
The suUea symptoms of the spleen ; 
The moment that your vapours rise, 
We sec them dropping from your eyes. 

Id evening fair you may behold 
The clouds are fring'd with bcrrow*d gold^ 
And this is many a lady's case. 
Who flaunts about in borrowed lace. 

Grave matrons are like clouds of snow. 
Their words fall thick, and soft, and slow ; 
While brisk coquettes, like rattKng hail. 
Our ears on every side assail. 

Clouds when they intercept our sight. 
Deprive us of celestial light : 
So when my Chloc I pursue. 
No Heaven besides I have in view. 

Thus; on comparison you see. 
In every instance they agree -, 
So like, so very much the same, 
That one may go by t'other s name^ 
Let' me proclaim it tijen aloud. 
That every woman is a cloud. 



. ANSWER. BY DR.6WIFT. 

X RESUMPTtTOUs bard ! how could you dare: 
A woman with a cloud compare } 
Strange pride and insolence you show 
Inferiour mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your cars 
So frequent or so loud as theirs ? 
DP 2 
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Alasl our thunder soon goes out; 
And only makes you more devout 
Then is not female clatter worse. 
That drives you not to pray, but curse? 

We hardly thunder thrice a year ; 
The bolt discharg'd, the sky grows dear 9 
But every sublunary dowdy, 
The more she scolds, the more she's d.oddy. 

Some critick may object, perhaps. 
That clouds are blamed for giving clapsi; 
But what, alas ! are claps ethereal 
Compar d for mischief to venereal ? 
Can clouds give buboes, ulcers, blotches^ 
Or from your -noses dig out notches i 
* We leave the body sweet and sound f 
We kill, 'tis true, but never wound. 

You know a cloudy sky bespeaks 
Fair weather when the morning bre^i 
But women in a cloudy plight 
Foretell a storm to last till night 

A cloud in proper sisason pours 
His blessings down in fruitful shoWetif 
But woman was by fate design'd 
To pour down curses on mankind. 

When Sirius o'er the welkin rages. 
Our kindly help his fire assuages j 
But woman is a curst infiahier. 
No parish ducking-stool can tame her: 
To kindle strife, dame Nature taught her; 
Like fireworks, she tan burn in ^atei:. 

For fickleness how durst you blame n%. 
Who for our constancy are famous ? 
You'll see a cloud in gentle weather 
Keep the same face an hour together; 
While women, if it could be reckoned. 
Change every feature every second. 

Observe our figure in a morning* 
Of foul or fair we give you warnings 
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But can you guessi from women's air 
One minute, whether foul or fair? 

Go read in ancient books enroH'd 
'What honours we posseas*d of old. 

To disappoint Ixioas rape 
Jove dress a a cloud in Juno's shape -, 
Which when he had enjoy *d, he swore, 
No goddess could have pleased him more ; 
No difference could he find between 
His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud produced a race of Centaurs, 
Faoi'd for a thousand bold adventures 5 
From us descended ah origine. 
By learned authors called nubigime; 
But say, what earthly nymph do ^ou know. 
So beautiful to pass for Juno ? 

Before Mxicas durst aspire 
To court her majesty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd of us to dress him. 
That Dido might the more caress him : 
A coat we gave him, died in grain, 
A flaxen wig, and clouded cane, 
(The wig was powder'd round with sleet. 
Which fell in clouds beneath his feet) 
With which he made a tearing show; 
And Dido quickly smoked the beau. 

Among your females make inquiries. 
What nymph on earth so fair as iris ? 
With heavenly beauty so endow'd ? 
And yet her father is a cloud. 
We dress'd her in a gold brocade. 
Befitting Juno's favourite maid. 

Tis known, that Socrates the wise 
Ador'd us clouds as deities : 
To us he made his daily prayers. 
As Aristophanes declares ; * 

From Jupiter took all dominion. 
And died defending his opiniunr 

D D 3 
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By his authority *tis plain 
You worship other gods in vain ; 
And from your own experience knxtW 
We govern all things there beloW. 
You follow where wc please to guide ; 
O'er all yoar' pas&iohs we pre^de. 
Can raise tbem up, or sink tbem down. 
As we thiuk lit to smile or frown : 
And, just as we dispose your bratn, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 

Compare us then to femafye racei 
We, to whom all the gods give place! 
Who better challenge your al(egiall6e| 
Bccaose we dwt^H in higher regioni. 
You find the gods in Homer, dwelt 
In seas and streams, or low ds Hell: 
Ev'n Jove, and Mercuiy his piittp* 
No higher climb thi>n mount Olym|): 
Who makes yon think the clouds be pieHdes? 
He pierce the cloud* ! he kiss thair jha^s $ 
While we, o'er Teneritfa plac'd^ 
Are loftier by a mile at least : 
And, when Apollo fiftruts dn Kndui^ 
We see him frOm our kitchen windoW^^ 
Or, to Parnassus looking down> 
Can piss upon his laurel crown. 

Fate never formed the gods to fiy$ 
In vehicles they mount the sky : 
When Jove would some fair nynaph inveigle^ 
He comes full gallop on his eagle. 
Though Venus be as light as aif. 
She must have doves to draw he^ chair. 
Apollo stirs not out of door. 
Without his lacqner'd coach and fotir. 
And jealous Juno, ever snarling, 
Is drawn by peacocks in her berlift. 
But we can fly where'er we please, 
0*cr cities^ rivers^ hills, and seas: 
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From east to weat tb€ worid vm roam. 
And in all climates are at home) 
With care provide you as we go 
With sunshine, rain, and hail, or snow. 
Yon, when it rains, like fools, believe 
Jo<rc pisses on you through a sieves 
An idle tale, tis no such matter^ 
Wc only dip a spunge in water; 
Then squeeze it close between our thumbs. 
And shake it well, and down it comes f 
As you shall to your sorrow know ; 
We'll watch your steps where'er you ^ : 
And, since we iiod you walk afoot, 
We*ll soundly souse your frleae amtout.' 

Tis but by our peculiar prace. 
That Phoebus ever shows his face : 
For, when we please, we opea wide 
Our curtains blue from side to side : 
And then how saucily he shows 
His brazen face and fiery nose ; 
And gives himself a haughty air. 
As if he made the weather fair I 
Tis sung, wherever Cablia treads. 
The violets ope their purple heads j 
The roses blow, the cow^ip springs ; 
Tis sung ; but we know belter things. 
Tis true, a woman on her mettk 
Will often piss upon a nettle; 
But, though we own she lAakes it wetter> 
The nettle never thrives the better ; 
While wc, by soft prolifick showers, 
Can every spring produce you flowers. 

Your poets, Chloe's beauty height'ning^ 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning > 
And ytt I hope 'twill be allowed, 
That lightning comes but item » cioc^. 

But gods like us have too much seu^e 
At poets flights to take offexu:e : 
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Nor can hyperboles demean us ; 
£a<*h drab h«8 been compared to Veous^ 
We own your verses are melodious j 
But siscfa comparisons are odious. 



A CHAEACTBft> PAKEGTRICK, AND DESCRIPTION 

OF THE LEGION CLUB *. 173(5. 

As I strdl the city, oft* I 

See a building large and lof^y. 

Not a bowshot from the college 5 * 

Half the globe from sense and knowledge: 

By the prudent architect, 

Plac'd against the church direct, 

Making good my grandam's jest, 

*' Near the church"— you know the rest. 

Tell us, what the pile contains ? 
Many a head that holds no brains. 
These demoniacks* let me dub 
With the name of Legion club. 
Such assemblies, you might swear 
Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 
Such a noise, and such haranguing, 
When a brother thief is hanging : 
Such a rout and such a rabble 
Run to hear Jackpudding gabble : 

* In a letter to pr. Sheridan, April 24, 17^6, the Dean saySt 
** I have written a masterly poem on the JLegion Club ; it is 240 
lines $** and in another letter. May 15, complains that other cha- 
racteis were added j amd says, June 5, there Were fifty dUferent 
oepics. N« 



THE LEGION CLUB. 20^ 

Such a crowd tbeii' ordure throWt 
On a far less viHain*5 noSfc. 

Coaid I from tl^e bnildiogs topf 
Hear the ilattliog thunder drop, 
iVhile the devil upbn the roof 
(If the deyil be' thunder-proof) 
Should with poker fi^ry red 
Crack the stones, and nieit th^ lead ^ • 
Drive them down on ev^t-y sculi/ 
When the den of thieved is ftiU ^ 
Quite destroy the harpies' nest j . 
How might then our isle be blest ! 
For divines allow^ that Qod , 
Sometimes make the devil his rod ; 
And th6 Gospel will inform us. 
He can punish sina enornious. 

Yet should Swift endow the sdMdhj, 
For hi^ lunaticks and fools. 
With a rood ot two of land | 
I allow the pile may stand. 
You perhaps will ask^me, Why to ? 
But it is with this proviso : 
Since the house is like to Ikst^ 
Let the royal grant be pass'd, 
That the club have right to dwell 
Each witiun hb proper ck)\. 
With a passage left to c^redp in. 
And a hole abovri for pcciring. 

Let them» when they once g«t iri^ 
Sell the nation for a pin; 
While they sit a picking straws. 
Let them rave at making lawip^ 
While they never hold their toBgue> 
Let them dabble id their dung : 
Let them form a grand oommittee. 
How to plague and starve the city j 
Let them stare, aqd stOrm, i>nd frbWtt 
When they see a clergy gown i 
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Let them, ere they crack a loase» 

Call for th* orders of the house $ 

Let them, with their g:oBliog quills^ 

Scribble aeoseless heads.of ImIIs i 

We may, while they strain their throats, 

Wipe our a— 4 .with their votes. 

Let sir Tom, that rampant ass. 
Stuff his guts with flax and grass } 
But before the priest he fleeces. 
Tear the Bible all to pieces : 
At the parsons, Tom, halloo, boy. 
Worthy oflspring of a shoeboy, 
Pootmaki, traitor, vile seducer, 
Per}ur*d rebel, bribed accuser. 
Lay thy paltry privilege aside, 
Sprung from Papists, and a regicide ; 
Fall a working like a mole. 
Raise the dirt about your hole. 

Come, assist me, Muse obedient I 
Let us try some new expedient -, 
Shift the scene for half an hoar. 
Time and place are in thy power. 
Thither, gentle Muse, conduct me ; 
I shall ask, and you instruct me. 

See, the Muse unbars the gate ; 
' HzTkf the monke}rs, how they pratel 

All ye gods who rule the soul 1' 
Styx, through Hell whose waters roll ! 
Let me be allow'd to tell 
What I heard in yonder HelL 

Near the door an entrance gapes. 
Crowded round with aotick shapes, 
' Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Causeless Joy, and true Despair; 
Discord periwigg*d with snakes. 
See the dreadful strides she takes ! 

By this odious crew beset, 
I began to rage and fret. 
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And resolv'd to break their pates^ 

Ere we enter'd at the gates ; 

Had not Clio io 'the nick 

Whispered me, '* Lay down your stick.** 

What, said I, is this the madhouse ? 

These, she answer'd, are but shadows. 

Phantoms bodikss and vain. 

Empty visions of the brain. 
In the porch Eriareus standsj^ 

Shows a bribe in all bis hands : 

Briareus the secretary. 

But we mortals call him Carey. 

When the rogues their country fleece^ 

Tbey may hope for pence apiece. 
Clio, who bad been so wise 

To put on a fooVs disguise. 

To bespeak some approbation^ 

And be thought a near rdation* 

When she saw three hundred brute$ 

All involv*d in wild disputes. 

Roaring till their hings were spent* 

Pbivilegb of Pabliambnt* 
Now a new misfortune feels, 
Breadiog to be laid by th' heels. 
Never durst a Muse before 
Enter that infernal door; 
Clio, stifled with the smell. 
Into spleen and vapours fell. 
By the Stygian steams that flew 
From' the dire infectious crew. 
Not the stench of Lake Avevnus 
Could have more offended her nose ; 
Had she flown but o*er the top. 
She had felt her pinions dxop. 
And by exhalations dire. 
Though a goddess, must expire. 
In a fright she crept away ; 
Bravely I resdlv'd to stay. 
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When I saw tbc keeper frown. 
Tipping him with half a crown. 
Now, said I, we are alone. 
Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that hell-featur'd brawler } 
IsitSat^n? No; 'tis Waller. 
In wh^t figure can a Jbard dress 
Jacf^ the grandson of sir Hardress ? 
Honest keeper, drive him further. 
In his look^ are Hell and murder; 
See the scowling vbage drop. 
Just as when he murder'd T— p. 
keeper, show mc where to fix 
On the puppy pair of Dicks: 
By their lantern jaws and leathern. 
You might swear they both are brethren: 
Dick Fitzbaker, I)ick the player. 
Old acquaintance, are you there? 
Dear coinpanions, hug and kiss. 
Toast Old Giouous in your piss 5 
Tie them, keeper, in a tether. 
Let them starve and stink together | 
Both are apt to Jbe unruly. 
Lash them daily, lash them duly; 
Though 'tis hopeless to reclaim them. 
Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them. 

Keeper, yon old dotard smoke. 
Sweetly snoring ih his cloke : 
Who is he ? Tis humdrum Wynnes 
Half encompassed by his kin : 
There observe the tribe of Biughamj 
For he never fails to bring 'em ; 
While hp sleeps the whole debate. 
They submissiye round him wait; 
Yet would gladly see the hunks. 
In his grave, and search his trunks. 
See, they gently twitch his coat. 
Just to yawn and give his vote, 
1 
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Always firm in his vocation. 
For the court, against thie nation. 

Those are A — s Jack and Bob^ 
First in every picked job, 
Son and brother to ^ queer 
Brainsick brute, they call a pieer* 
We must give them better quarter. 
For their ^ncestpr trod mortar, 
And at Hoath, to boast his fan^, 
On a chimney cut his name. 

There sit Clements, D — ks, and Harrison: 
How they swagger from their garrison ! 
Such a triplet could you tell 
W here to find on this side Hell ? 
Harrison, and D — ks, and Clements, 
Keeper, see, they have their payments. 
Every mischiefs in .their hearts 5 
If they fail, 'tis want of parts. 

Bless us, Morgan, art thou there, man 1 
Bless mine eyes I art thou the chiiirman! 
Chairman to^your damn*d commiuee I . 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful sight 1 what, learned Morgan 
Metamorphosed, to a Gorgon ? 
For thy horrid looks, I own, 
Half convert me to a stone. 
Hast thqu ,been so Jong at school. 
Now to turn ^ factious tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother. 
Every young divine thy brother. 
Thou, a disobedient variety 
Treat thy mother like a harlot! 
, Thou ungrateful to thy teachers. 
Who are all grown reverend pfe^dchersl 
Morg^^ ^otUd it not surprise one I 
Turn thy nourishment to poison! 
When you walk anaong your books. 
They reprqaph you with their looks; 

VOL. XI. ^ JS 
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Bind them fast, or from their shebrea 
They will come and right themseWes: 
Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 
All in arms, prepare to bac]( us : 
Soon repent, or put to slaughter 
Every Greek and Roman author. 
Will you,, in your faction's phrase, • 
Send the clergy all to ^raze^ 
And, to make your project pass, 
Leave them not a blade of grass ? 

How I want thee, humorous Hogarth t 
Thou, I hear, a pleasant rogue art. 
Were but you and I acquainted. 
Every monster should be painted ; 
You should try your graving tools 
On this odious groupe of fools ; 
Draw the beasts as I describe them 
From their features, while I gibe them| 
Draw them like; for I assure you. 
You will need no carcatura^ 
Draw them so, that we may trace 
All the soul in every face. 

Keep^, I must now retire. 
You have done what I desire : 
But I feel my spirits spent 
With the noise, the sight, the mnt« 
'* Pray be patient 5 you shall £nd 
Half the best are still behind I 
You have hardly seen a score 3 
I can show two hundred more/* 
Keeper, I have seen enough. 
Taking then a pinch of snufF, 
I concluded, looking round them, "^ 
^* May their god, the devil, confound them * !** 



* WfaUft Swift was writing these satires on the Irish pavlia- 
ment, he was seized with one of those fits, the effect of which 
was so dreadfttl, that he left the poem uafinished j and, after that 
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ON A PRINTER'S* BEING SENT fO 
NEWGATE* 

Setter w« all Were in our graves^ 
Than live in slavery to slaves j 
Worse than the anarchy at sea. 
Where fishes on each othet prey; 
Where every trout can make as high rantt 
0*er his inferiours, as our tyrants ; 
And swagger while the coast is clear : 
But, should a lordly pike appear, 
Away you sec the varlet scud,' 
Or hide his coward snout in mud. 
ThuSi if a gudgeon meet a roach, 
. .He dare not venture to approach j 
' Yet still has impudence to rise, 
And| like Domitian, leap at flies. 

period, very rarely attempted a composition, either in Terse or 
prose, that required a course of thinking, or perhaps more than 
one or two, sittings to finish. One of these was " The Beasts* Con- 
fession.".' From this time his memory was perceived gradually to 
decline ; and his melancholy increased by the strength of his ima- 
gination brooding over the unhappy scene of misery which he 
foresaw' was his lot, when he must become, as he said, a perfect 
slabberer. He was often heard to offer up his prayers to Al<^ 
mighty God, " to take him away from this evil to come." The 
prospect of this calamity, which he was daily lamenting, contri- 
buted very much, as his passions were violent, to pervert his un- 
derstanding, to which many other particulars seem also to have 
concurred. D. S. 
* Mr. F^^kncr. F. 
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A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL: 

OR, A NEW BALLAD, 

Written by a Shoeboy, on an Attorney who 
was formerly a Shoeboy. 

« Qui color atcr erat, nunc est contrarius atro.'* 

AViTH singing of ballads, and crying of news. 

With whitening of buckles, and blacking of shoes^ 

Did Hartley * set out, both shoeless and shirtless^ 

And moneyless too, but not very dirtless ; 

Two pence he had gotten by begging, that's dl ; 

One bought him a brush, and one a black ball -, 

For clouts at a loss he could not be much^ 

The clothes on his back as being but such 5 - 

Thus vamp*d and accoutred»withdouts, ball, and bru&h» 

He gallantly ventur d his fortune to push : 

Vespasian thus, being bespattered with dirt« 

Was omened to be Rome*s emperor fort. 

Bttt as a wise fiddler is doted you know. 

To have a good couple of strings to one bow > 

So Hartley judiciously thought it too little, 

Td Hvc by the sweat of his hands and his spittle : 

He iinds out another profession as fit. 

And straight he becomes a retailer of wit. 

One day he cried — ** Murders, and songs, and great 

newsl" 
Another as loudly — ^* .Here blacken yoi\r shoes I" 
At Domvile*s t full often he fed upon bits 
For winding of jacks up, and turning of spits; 

• Sec the next poem. F, 

•J- Sir T. Domvilc, patentee of the Hanapcr of&ce. F* 
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Lick'd all the plates round, had many a grubbing. 
And DOW and then got from the cook-maid a drubbing : 
Such bastings effect upon him could have. none: 
The dog will be patient that's struck with a bone. 
Sir Thomas, observing this Hartley withal 
So expert and so active at brushes and ball. 
Was mov*d with compassion, and thought it a pity 
A youth should be lost, that had been so witty: 
Without more ado, he vamps up my spark. 
And now we'll suppose him an eminent clerk j 
Suppose him an adept in all the degrees 
Of scribbling cwk dasho, and hooking of fees \ 
Suppose him a miser, attorney /^r bill. 
Suppose him a courtier — suppose what you will— ' 
Yet would you believe, though I swore by the Bible, 
Th^t he took up two news boys for crying the libel? 



A FRIENDLY APOLOGY FOR A CERTAIN 
JUSTICE OF PEACE, 

By Way of Defence of Hartley Hutchinson, Esq, 

<' But be by bawHog news about. 
And aptly using brush and clout, 
A justice of the peace became, . 
To punish rogues who do the same.** Hvdib* 

BY JAMES BLACK*W£LL, OFEBATOR FOE THE l^EBT. 

I SING the! man of courage try'd, 
O errun with ignorance and pride. 
Who boldly hunted out disgrace 
With canker'd mind and hideous face; 
The first who made (let none deny it). 
The libel-vendipg rogues be quiet. 
£ fi 3 
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The fact was glorioius, we must own. 
For Hartley was before unknown, 
Contemn'd, I mean ? — for who woald choose 
So vile a subject for the Muse? 

Twas once the nobles! of his wiiihes 
To fill his paunch with scraps from dishes^ 
For which he*d parch before the grate. 
Or wind the jack's slow-rising weight, 
(Sitch toils as best his talents fit) 
. Or polish shoes, or turn the spitj 
But, unexpectedly grown rich in 
'Squire Dondvile's family and kitchen. 
He pants to eternize his name. 
And takes the dirty road to fame 5 
Believes that persecuting wit 
Will prove the surest way to it ; 
So, with a colonel * at his back, 
The Libel feels his fifst atfack ; 
He calls it a seditious paper. 
Writ by another patriot Drapier; 
Thenr rates and blunders nonsense thicker 
Than aldermatl o'crcharg'd with liquor j 
And all this with design, po doubt, 
To hear his praises hawk'd' about ; 
To send his name through every street, . 
Which erst he roam'd with dirty feet 5 
Well pleas'd to Hvc to future times. 
Though but in kcerr satirick rhytties. 

So Ajax, who, for aught we know. 
Was justice many years ago, 
And minding then no earthly things, . 
But killing libeller^ of kings; 
Or, if he wanted woric to do; 
To run a bawling' ncwi-boy tttob^tf J 

. * Cotonel Ker, a Scotchman, lieutenant-€ok>oel to ]or4 Hiir- 
rington's regiment of dragoons, who made a news-boy evidence 
^gainit the prlater* F. 



• A VKlAUDLT AFOtOGT^ 31© 

Ygt lie, when wfajip'd up iti a cioiid> 
Etitreafcd father Jove aloud. 
Only hi light to sho^ hk foc^, 
Though it, rafght t^ud to his disgrace. 

And so the EphestaH yillain iit'd 
The temple which the world admir* d. 
Contemning death, despising shame> 
To gain an ever-odious name. 



HORACE, PART OF BOOK I, 5AT. IV. 

PARAPHRASED. 1733. 

If noisy Tom* should in the senate prate, 

** That he would answer 'both for church and state; 

And, farther to demonstrate his affection. 

Would take tbte kingdom* iri to' hi'9-pro»fctIdn:" 

All mortals must be cliHdiis to inqa!re. 

Who could this coxcomb be, and' Wh6 his' sii^f 

" What! thdd,tbespa\vn<>fhlmtw!i(^shftm'ddUt*ifi]e;^ 

Traitor, assassin, and informer viki 

Though by the female side J ydii propdly brtiig^,- 

To mend your breed, the murderer of a king : 

What was thy graridsit^ §» but a monntain^r. 

Who held a cabin for ten groats a year; 

Whose-ma&ttrAloovetl preserved him from the halter t 

For steaiing, cows | nor could he Tea<l the Psaltor 1 

* SlirTfi<Mtia« Pfeifdergasd P. /*...'. . 

f The father of sir Thomas Prendergast, who engaged in ^ 
ptot' tb'^nMlMlef kli% WitlUai Hl^ bur, to i^oid being 4ianged, 
vdmed lafcftWer agtlnftt hi*-«tiacUtcs; for which he waa fbivardc4 
«M) a gMHl esn^, and made » batontt. F. . 

\ A poor thieving cottager under Mr. Mborei condemned at 
Clonmeil atiises to be hangod fos ttcaling convs* F. 

II The grandfather of Guy Moore^ esq«| who procured him a 
pardon. F# 
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Sorst thou, ungratefbly from the senate chace 
Thy founder's grandson *, and usarp his plaoe? 
Just Heaven ( to see the dunghill bastard brood 
Survive in thee, and make the proverb good f ? 
Then vote a worthy citizen t to jail. 
In spite of justice, and refuse his bail 1" 



VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN ON HIS 
BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH fine's HORACE FIKELT BOtTirO. 

Mr DK. J.tlCAM. 

-»- (Horace speaking.) 

You/vE read, sir, in poetick strain. 
How Varus and the Mantuan swain 
Have on my birthday been invited, 
(Rut 1 was fbrt'd in verse to write it) 
. VpoR a plain repast to dine. 
And taste my old Campanian winei 

* Guy Moore was fairly elected member of parliament f<H^lojl« 
mell; but sir Thomas, depending upon bis interest with a certain 
party then prevailing^ and since Jfcnown by the tirie of parson* 
bunters, petitioned the house against.him ; out of wfiich Ik was 
turned upon pretence of bribery, which the p2yi*g 9f ku lawful 
debts was then voted to be. F. 

f ** Save a thief from the gallovra, and he wiU cut jmir 
throat." F. 

t Mr. Geoiige Faulkner. Mr. seijeattt Bettetwofth, a meoH 
ber of the Irish parliament, having made a complaint to the bouife 
of commons aga>nst the ** Satire on Qgadrilk,** they voted 
Faulkner the printer into custody (who was confined ckMdly m 
prison three days, when he was in a very bad sute nf health, and 
his life in much danger) foe not discovering the iwthof* F. 



ON SWIFT> BIRTH-DAir. J9SU 

But J, who all punctiHos hate, 

Tbdagh long familiar with th^ gecat. 

Nor glory in my reputation, * , 

Am come without an invitation 5 

And, though Vm tis^d to right Falerniav, 

ril deign, for once to taste lemianj 

£ot fearing that you might dispute 

(Had I put oh my common mit) 

My breeding and my potitesse, 

I visit in my birthday dress 5 

My coat of pm-cst Turkey rbd. 

With gold enabroidery richly spread ; 

To which I've sure as. good pretensioas, 

As^ Irish lords who starve on ptsitlsions. 

Wh^t though proud minivers of state 

Did at your antichamber wait; 

What though your Oxf6rdis and 3rotir St. Johnis^ 

Have at your levee paid attendance } 

And Peterborow and great Ormonde 

With many cliief^ who now are dbtffialitj, 

ifover hid aside ih& ^enefaVs Statf; 

And publick cares> with you to laugh; 

Yet I some friends as good can name> 

Nor less the darling sona.of fame j » 

For sure my Pollio and Maecenas 

Were as good statesmen, Mr. Dean, a$ 

Eit her your Bolingbt^ke ot Hartey; 

Though they made Lewis beg a parley J 

Aad at for Mordaont, your lov'd kero^ 

1*11 match him with my Drusua- Nero. 

You'll boast, perhaps, your favourite Pope > 

But Virgil is as good, I hope. 

I own indeed' I can't get. any 

To equal: Behhamtv and Deiaay; 

Since Athens brought forth- Socrates,^ 

A Grecian isle Hippocrates ; 

Since Tully liv'd before my tixne, 

Aud Galen bless'd another clicj^e. 
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Yoall plead perhaps, at my request. 
To be admitted as a guest, 
"*' Your hearing's badl"— But why such feanf 
I speak to eyes, and not to ears $ 
And for that reason wisely took 
The form you see me in, a book.* 
Attack'd by slow devouring moths. 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths; 
By Bendey*s notes, my deadliest foes. 
By Creech's rhymes, and Dunster*s prose; 
I found my boasted wit and fire 
Ih their rude hands almost expire: 
Yet stHl they but in Tain assaiFd; 
For, had their violence prevaird. 
And in a blast destroy *d my fame. 
They would have partly miss'd their aim i . 
Since all my spirit in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of this age. 
Tis yours to save these small remains 
From future pedant's muddy brains^ 
And fix my long uncertain fate, 
Youbestknowbow-—^' which way?'*— Translate 



EPIGRAM BY MR.BOWYER. 

INTENDED TO BB PLACED UNDBR THB HEAD OV 
GULLIVEB, 1733« 

* Hebe learn, from moral truth and wit refin'd. 
How vice and folly have debas'd niaukind -, 
Strong sense and humour arm in virtue's cause; 
Thus her great votary vindicates her laws: 
While bold an4 free the glowing colours strike; 
Blame not the picture, if the pictures like. " 
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ON PSYCHE*. 

A.T two afteraoon £>r our Psyche inquire. 
Her teakettle's on» and her smock at the fire: 
So loitering, so active 3 so busy, so idle j 
Which has she most need of, a spur or a bridle? 
Thus a greyhound outruns the whole pack in a race. 
Yet would rather be hang*d than he*d leave a warm 

place. 
She gives you such plenty, it puts you in pain ; 
But ever with prudence takes ^are of the n^ain. 
To please you, she knows how to choose a nice bit| 
For her taste is almost as refin'd as her wit. 
To oblige a good friend, she will trace eveiy market. 
It would do your heart good, to see how she will cark 

it. 
Yet beware of her arts j for, it plainly appears. 
She saves half her victuals, by Ceding your ears. 



THE DEAN AND DUKE. i;34. 

J amesBrydgbs t and theDean had long been friends; 
James is beduk'd j of course their friendship ends: 
But sure (he Dean deserves a sharp rebuke, 
For knowing James, to boast he knows the duke. 

* Mrs. Sican, t very ingeniout lady, mother to the author of 
the poem in p. 320. F. 

f James Brydges was created duke of Chandos, Afril to, 1719. 
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Yet, since just Heaven the duke's ambition raocksy 

Since all be got by fraud is lost by stocks. 

His wings are cHpp*d : be tries no more in vaia 

With bands of fiddlers to extend his train. 

Since he no more c^ build, and plaoi, and revel. 

The duke and dean seem near upon a level. 

O! wert thou not a duke, my good duke Humphry, 

From bailiff 8 claws thou scarce coilld'st keep thy bum 

free. 
A duke to know a dean ! go, smooth thy crownT: 
Thy brother • (far thy betters) wore a gown. 
Weil, but a duke thou art; so pleased the king: 
O J would ^his majesty but add a string ! 



WRITTEN BY DR. SWIFT, ' 

OH HIS OWN DEAFNESS tj( IN SEPTEMBER 1^34. 

V ERTiGiNOSus J, inops, surdus, male gratus amicis; 
Non campana sonans, tonitrunon ab Jove missum. 
Quod mage mirandum, saltern si credere fas est, 
Non clamosa meas mulier jam percutit aures. 

• The hoft. Henry Brjr^ges, archdeacon of Rochester. N. 

"f These lines were found on his table when his servant brought 
up his dinner. Mrs. Rldgewa^, his housekeeper, request^ a copy 
oftfipm; and the Dean immediately gare her the piper. K". 

X The second syllable •< Vertiginofus** is bere made short by 
the Dean ; perhaps (he more expressive of the malady it describe^ 
as ** stetemot^uc comz" ia Virgil. W^f* 
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THE DEAN*9 COMPLAINT, TRANSLATED 
AND ANSWERED. 

DOCTOR. 

JJeaFj giddy, helpless, left Blone. 

AKSWB&. 

Except the first> the fault's your own. 

POCTOB. 

To all my friends a burden grown. 

ANSWER. 

Because to few you will be shown. 
Give them good ^ine, and meat to stuff. 
You may have company enough. . 

DOCTOR. 

No more I hear my church's bell. 
Than if it rang out for my knell. 

ANSWEK. 

Thftn write and read, 'twill do as well. 

DOCTOR. 

At thunder now no more I start, 
Than at the rambling of a cart* 

ANSWER. 

Think then of thunder when you f— t. 

DOCTOR. 

Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 
No more I hear a woman's qlack. 

YOL. XI, f W 
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Said surly Peter, " Magus, prjtbce. 
Be gone: thy money perish with thee.** 
Were Peter now alive, perhaps. 
He might have found a score of chaps: 
Could he but make bis gift appear 
In rents three thousand pounds a year^ 

So^ne fancy this promotion odd> 
As not the handiwor]& of God; 
Though e'en the bishops disappointcdi 
Must own it made by Gild's anointed. 
And well we knqw* the cong^ regal 
Is more secure as well as legal ; 
Because our lawyers all agree,^ 
That bishopricks are held in fee. 

t)ear Baldwin chaste, and, witty Crosse, 
How sorely I lament your los&l 
That such a pair of wealthy ninnies 
Should slip your time of dropping guineas) 
For, had you made the king your debtor. 
Your title had been so jnuch better. 



EPIGRAM. 

Fribwd Bundle fell, with grievous bump^^ 

Upon his reverential romp. ' 

Poor rump! thou hadst been better sped, 

Hadst thou been join'd to Boulter*s hca<!; 

A head, so weighty and profound, 

Would needs have kept thee from the groy,^<l. 
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AN APOLOGY, etc. 

A LADY, Wise as well as fair. 

Whose conscience always was her care. 

Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 

Would have the text as well as comment: 

So hearing of a grave Divine, ' 

She sent to bid him come and dine. 

But, you must know, he was not quite 

So grave as to be un polite -, 

Thought human learning would not lessen 

The dignity of his profession : 

And, if you'd heard the man discourse,' 

Or preach, you'd like him scarce the worse. 

He long bad bid the court farewell, 

Retreatitig silent to his cell *, 

Suspected far the love he bore 

To one who sway'd some time before j 

Which made it more surprising how 

He should be sent for thither now. 

The message told, he gapes, and stares. 
And scarce believes his eyes or ears : 
Could not conceive what it should mean. 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the squire so trim find nice, 
Twere rude to make him telJ it twice ; 
So bow'd, was thankful for the honour; • 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver brush'd, his shoes, and gown. 
Away he trudges into town j 
Passes the lower castle yard. 
And now advancing to the guard, 
He trembles at the thoughts of state j 
For, conscioua of his sheepish gait, 
F f3 
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«!£$ spints of a sudden fail'd him ; 
He stopp'd, and could not tell what aird bim. " 

What was th<5 message I recciv'd ? 
Why certainly the captain xav'd ? 
To dine with her! and OQme at three! 
Impossible ! it can't be me. 
Or may be I mistook the word> 
My lady — it must be my lord. 

My lord's abroad j my lady too: 
What must th' unhappy doctor do? 
*' Is captain Cracbeiede here, pray .?"-^*' No," 
'* Nay, then *tis tinae for me to gou" 
Am I aw^e, or do I dream ? 
I*m sure he calFd me by my name ; 
Nam*4 me as plain a^ he could speak ; 
And yet there must be some mistake. 
Why, what a jest should I have been. 
Had now my lady been within 1 • 

What could I've said f I'm mighty glad 
She went abroad — she'd thought me mac^ 
The hour of dining now \3 past : 
Well then> VU e'en go home and f^st; 
And^ since I 'scap'd being made a spoff, 
I think I'm very fairly off. 
My lady now returning home. 
Calls, " Cracberod0^ is the doctor come?" 
He had not heard of him-^" Pray see, 
"lis now a quarter after three." 
The captain wsiks ajpout, and searches 
Through all the rooms> aod <;ouirts, and arches j 
Examines all the servants round, 
- In vain — ho doctpr's to be found,. 
My lady could not ^hopae but wonder: 
*' Captain^ I fear you've made spme bl^udei^; 
But pray, to-morrow go at ten,i 
ril try his manners once again $ 
If rudeness be tb' effect of knowlcdgej 
My son ghall- never s^ a college;' 



The captain, was a m^n of feadingy 
And much good s^se^ as well a^ breeding 3 
Who, loath to blan)e> or to incense. 
Said little in his owq defence. 
Kext day another message brought ; • 
The doctor, frightened at his fault. 
Is dress'd, and stealing through the crowd. 
Now pale as death> then blushed and bow d. 
Panting — and faltering — humm'd and had* 
*' Her ladyship was gone abroad 5 
The captain toa-r-be did n»t know 
Whether he ought to stay or go;" 
Begg*d she'd forgive him. lb conclusion'^ 
My lady, pitying his confusion, 
Call'd her good nature to relievo hira ; 
Told him, she thought she might believe him 5 
And would not onl}^ grant his suit,. 
But visit him, and eat some fruity 
Provided, at a proper time 
He told the real. truth in rhymes 
'Twas to no purpose to oppose. 
She'd hear of no excuse in prose. - 
The doctor stood nbt to debate> 
Glad to compound at any rate ; 
So, bowing, seemingly ooiaplied ; 
Though, if Jie durst, ho had denied. 
But first, resolv'd to show bis taste. 
Was too refin'd to give a feast : 
He'd treat with nothing that was rare. 
But winding walks and purer air; 
Would .eatertain without expenae. 
Or pride or vain jmagnificeace: 
For well he knew, to such a guest 
The plainest rae^Ja must be the best. 
To stomachs clogg'd with cosily fare 
Simplicity alone is rare ; 
While high, and nice, and curious jnoati 
Arc really but vplg^u tlSftairst , 
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Instead of spoils of Persian loom^, 

The costly kwast of regal rooms. 

Thought it more courtly and discreet 

To scatter roses at her feet j 

Boses of richest die, that shone 

With native lustre, like her own : 

Beauty that needs no aid of art 

Through every sense to reach the hearh 

The gracious dame, though well she kDe^r 

All this was much beneath her due, 

Lik'd every thing — ^al least thought fit 

Tq praise it far manure dPacquit, 

Yet she, though seeming pleas'd, can *t bear 

The scorching sun, or chilling air 3 

Disturbed alike at both extremes. 

Whether he shows or hides his beams : 

Though seeming pleased at all she sees. 

Starts at the ruffling of the trees, 

And scarce can speak for want of breath. 

In half a walk fatigued to death. 

The doctor takes his hint from hence, 

T apologize his Jate olTence : 

•* Madam, the mighty power of use 

Now strangely pleads in my excuse t 

If you unus*d have scarcely strength 

To gain this walk*8 untoward length ; 

If, frighten d at a scene so rude. 

Through long disuse of solitude; 

If, long confined to fires and screens. 

You dread the waving of these greens ; 

If you, who long have' breath'd the fumc» 

Of city fogs and crowded rooms, 

po now solicitously shun 

The cooler air and dazzling sunj 

If his majestick eye you fiec. 

Learn hence t* excuse and pity me. 

Consider what it ia4o bear 

The powder*d courtief s witty sneer^ 
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To «ee th' important man of dress 

Scoffing my college awkwardness ; 

To be the strutting cornet's sport. 

To run the gauntlet of the court. 

Winning my w^y hy slow> approaches. 

Through crowjds of coxcombs and of coaches. 

From the first fierce cockaded sentry. 

Quite through the tribe of waiting gentry^ 

To pass so many crowded stages, 

And stand the staring of your pages ^ 

And after all, to crown my spliecQ* 

Be told — * You are not to be seen :' 

Or, if you are, be forc'd tp bear 

The awe of your majcstiek air. 

And can I then be faulty found. 

In dreading this vexatioqs rouad ? 

Can it be strange, if I eschew 

A scene so glorioiis and so new? 

Or is he criminal that flies 

The living lustre of your eyes ? 



THE DEAN'S MANNER OF LIVING. 

On rainy days alone I dine 
Upon a chick apd pint of wine. 
On rainy days I dine alo^e, 
And pick my chicken to the bone : 
But this rAy servants much enrages, . 
No scraps remain to save board wages. 
In weather fine I nothing spend. 
But often spunge upon a friencj: 
Yet, where he's not so rich as I, 
} pay my club, an4 so good b ye. 
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Verses made for fruit women, etc, 

afpleS* 

C/OBfE buy my fine wares; 
Plumbs, apples, aud pears^ 
A hundred a penny. 
In conscience too many: 
Come, will yon have any ? 
My children are seven, 
I wish them in Heaven ; 
My husband a sot. 
With his pipe and his pot. 
Not a farthing will gain thecd^ 
And I must maintain them. 



ASPARAGUS. 

Rife *sparagras^ 
Fit for lad or lass, 
To make their watei* pass : 
O, *tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken f 



ONIONS. 

Come, follow me by the smelli 
here are delicate onions to sell, 
1 prohiisG to use you well. 
They make the blood warmer 5 
Vou'U fbed like a farmer : 
For this is every cook's opinion, 
Uo savoury dish withoUt an ooiohi 
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Butjf lest your kissing should be spoiPd, 
Your onions must be thoroughly boil'd : ^ 

Or else you naay spare 

Your mistress a share, , 
The secret will never be known 5 

She cannot discover 

The breath of her Iqver, 
But think it as sweet as her owq* 



OYSTERS. 

Charming oysters I cry : 
My masters, come buy. 
So plump and so fresh, 
So sweet is thpir iflesh, 
No Colchester oyster 
is sweeter and moister : 
Your stomach they settle. 
And rouse up your mettle : 
They'll make you a dad 
Of a lass or a lad j 
^nd madam your wife 
They'll please to the life j 
Be she barren^ be she old. 
Be she slut, or be she scold, 
flat my oysters, s^d lie near her, 
She'll be fruitful, never fear her. 



HERRINGS, 

Be not sparing. 
Leave off swearing. 
Buy my herring 
Fresh from Mala hide *, 
fetter never was try'd. 

f Near I)aUiaj 
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Come, cut them with pare fresh batter' atid mustard^ 
Their bellies are soft) and as white as a custard. 
Come, si3Lpeoce.a dozen to get mt some bread. 
Or, like my owa.herriDgSi I soon shall be dead. 



ORAlfGCS. 

Comb buy tay fine oranges, sauce for your Veal, 
And charming wbeii squee2*d in a pot of brown ale; 
Well roasted, with sugar and wine in a cup. 
They'll make a sweet bishop when gentlefolks sup. 



bN BOVER. A LADY S SPANIEL- 

INSTRUCTIONS TO k PAINTER*. 

Happiest of the, spaniel race. 
Painter, with thy colours grace : 
Draw his forehead large and high. 
Draw his bliie and humid eye 5 . 
Draw his neck so smooth and ronnd^ ^ 
Little neck with ribands bound ! 
And the muscly sweBSn^ breast 
Where the Loves and Graces restj 
And the spreading evea back. 
Soft, and sleek, and glossy black; 
And the tail thsft getitly twines. 
Like the tendrils of the vines; 
And the silky twisted hair. 
Shadowing thick the velvet ear } 
Velvet ears, which, hannng low^ 
O'er the veiny temples flow. ;. 

• In ridicule of Philip»Viw«af on mils Cttteiret* 



With a proper light and shade^ 
Let the inrinding hoop be laid ; 
And within thalf arching bower 
(Secret circle, mystick power) 
In a dontoy clumber place ' * *' 

Happiest of the spaniel mce f 
"While the soft respiring dame. 
Glowing with the softest flame, 
On the ravished favourite pours 
Balm^ dews, ambrosial showers I 

With tht utmost skill e}Cprd^ ^ 
Nature in ner richest dress. 
Limpid rIVerd smoothly floWfiig, 
Orchards by fhoi^ riters blowing j 
Curling woddbine, myrtle shade. 
And the gay cmamelFd mead 5 
Where the linnets sit and sing, 
Little Sportlings df thtf ^ring 5 
Where the beathing idd and gr6v<i 
Sooth the heart, and kindle love. 
Here for me, and for the Muse, 
Colours 6f resemblance choose. 
Make of Hneaiiientg divine, 
Daply female spanids shine. 
Pretty fondlings of the fair. 
Gentle damsels* gentle care; 
But to oDe alone impart 
All the flattery of thy art. 
Crowd each feature, crowd each grace. 
Which complete the desperate face; 
Let the spotted wanton dame 
Feel a new resistless flame ; 
Let the happiest of Ms race^ 
Win tfie fair to his embrace. 
But in shadef the rest conceal. 
Nor to sight their joyg reveal. 
Lest the pencil and the Muse 
Loose desired and thoughts infose. 

VOL. XI, 00 
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TO THE REV. DR. SWIFT, DEAN OF 
ST. PATRICK'S. 

A BIRTH-DAY POB»f, NQV. 30, l^SS, 

"To you, my true^nd faithful friend 
These tributary lines I send, 
Which every year, thou best of dean?, 
1 11 pay as long as life remains j 
But did you know one half the pain. 
What work, what racking of the brain. 
It costs me for a single clause, 
How long Tm forc'd to think and pause | 
How long I dwell upon a proem. 
To introduce your birthday poem, ^ 
How many blotted lines ; I know it. 
You'd have compassion for the poet. 
Now, to describe the way I think, 
1 take in hand my pen and ink; 
I rub my forehead, scratch ray head. 
Revolving all the rhymes I read. 
Each complimental thought sublime, 
Reduc'd by favourite Pope to rhyme. 
And those by you to Oxford writ. 
With' true simplicity and wit. 
Yet after all I cannot find 
One panegyrick to my mind. 
Now I begin to fret and bbt. 
Something I schemed but quite forgot j 
My fancy turns a thousand ways 
Through all the several forms of praise* 
What clogy may best become 
•[f he great^i|t dean in. christen^oo^. 
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At last Tve hit upon a thought—— 

Sure this will do — i— 'tis gcxxi fbr nought— 4 

This Une I peevishly eraser 

And choose another in its place; 

Again I trf^ again conbmence. 

But cannot well express the sense ; 

The line's too short to hold my /meaning^ 

I*ni cramp*d» and cannot bring the Dean in; 

for a rhyme to glorious birth I 

IVe hit upon*t — ^The rhyme is earth— ^ 
But how to briiig it ip^ or ik it, 

1 know not, so I'm forc'd to quit it. 

Again I try — I'll sing the man — 
Ay do, says Phcxbus, if you can 5 
i wish with all my heart you would not'^ 
Were Horace now alive he could not t 
And will you venture to pursue. 
What none alive or dead could do f ' 
pray sec, did ever Pope or Gay 
Presume to write on his birthday } 
Though both \*rere favVite bards of rainCi 
The task they wisely both decline. 

With grief I felt his admonition. 
And much lamented my condition : 
Because I could not be content 
Without some grateful complinlent* 
If not the poet, sore the friend 
Must something on your birthday senc(. 

I scratch'd, and rubb'd my head once more s 
** Let cv*ry patriot him adore." 
Alackaday, there's nothing in't — 
Such stu^will never do in print. 

Pray, reader, ponder well the sequel, 
I hope this epigram will take well. 

In others, life is deem'd a vapour. 
In Swift, it is a lasting taper, 
Whose blaze continually refines, 
T^ more it bums the more it shifitts« 

O 62 
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I read this epigrun again, 
'Tk «iac^ too flat to fit the Dean. 

Then down I lay spoie iohcme to dream os» 
Assisted by some friendly demoa. 
I slept^ and dreamed that I should maet 
A birthday poem in the street; 
So after ail my care and rout, 
Yoa ace, dear Dean, my dreaoi ta out. 



AY AND NO. A TALE FROM DUBLIN, 

WRITTEN IN 1737. 

At Dublin's high feast sat pritpate aud dean. 
Both dress*d like divin^(r, with tond and face cloaa. 
doth Hud) of Armagh, '^ The mob \% grown bold.'* 
*' Ay, ay, quoth th« dean, " the cause is old gold." 
*^ No, no," quotb the primate^ " if pauses we sift;. 
This mischief s^rises from witty dean Swift.*' 
The smart one replied, '* There 3 no wit in the ca^ej 
And nothing of that ever troubled your grace. 
Though with your state ffivm yQ«r qwa wtioof ypn 

split, 
A B^ult^r by name is do bolter of wit, 
Jt's matter of weight, and a mere money job 1 
But the lower the coin the higher the APpb. 
Go tell your friend Bob and the other great fol)(» . 
That sinking the coin is g dangerous joke. 
The Irish dear joys have eQQ^gb coipmoo aense^ 
To treat gold reduced like Wood's copper peiwp. 
It is pity a prelate should die without |awj . « 

^u; if I sa^ the w^rd— t*k* c^n» 9Jf him^X^ 
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AN ANSWER TO A FRIEND'S ttUE^TION*. 

The furniture that best dotli please 
St. Patrick's Dean, good sir, arc these i 
The knife and fork with which I eat j 
And next the pot that boils the meat ; 
The next to be preferred, I think. 
Is the glass in which I drink; 
The shelves on which my books I keep j 
And the bed on which I sleep j 
An antique elbow-chair between, 
!Big enough to hold the Dean ; 
And the stove that gives delight 
In the cold bleak wintry night | 
To these We add a thing below, 
More for use reserved than show : 
These are what the Dean do please 3 
All superfluous are but these. 



EPIGRAM t. 

£ekold I a proof of Irish sense ; 

Here Irish wit is seen I 
When nothing's left, that's worth defence. 

We build a magazine. 

* Ascribed to Dr. Swift, but possibly without foundation* N* 
*)- The D<aA, in his lunacy, had sorae intervals of sense 5 at 
which time his guardian^ or physicians took him out for the air« 
On one of these days, when diey came to the Park, Swift re- 
marked 4 new biuldin;, which he had never seen* and asked what 
003 
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TO DR. SWIFT, ON HIS BTRTH^DAT^^ 

WnaB I the godlike ineo of dd. 
In adnairauoa wrapt, behpldj 
Rever*d antiquity explore, 
And turn thje loag-Uv'd ypjunjcfi o'er; 
Where Cato, Plutarch, Flaccu«, ahine^ 
In every excellence divine : 
I grieve tkat our degenerate days 
Produce no mighty soul like these: 
Patriot, philosopher, and bard. 
Are names i^^nknowo^aad seldom heard, 
" Spare your reflection," Phccbus cries j 
" Tis as ungrateful ^ unwise : 
Can you complain, this sacred day, 
That virtues or, that arts decay ? 
Behold in Swift revived appears 
The virtues of unwurober a years j 
Behold in him, with new delight. 
The patriot, bard, and sage, unite; 
And know, lerne in that name 
Shall riva] Greece and Rome in fame.** 



It was designed for. To ivhJch Dr. Kingsbury answered, <* That, 
Mr. Dean, is the magazine Vor arms and powder^ for the security 
of the city/* « Oh 1 oh !*' says the Dcao, puUing out hi poc. 
ketbook, '< let me take an itsm of that. This is worth remark- 
ing : * my Ublcts,' as Hamlft says, .' my tablets — memory, put 
down that !**<— Which produced the above Unes, said to he the last 
he ever wrote. N. 

* Written by Mrs. Pilkington, at a time when she wished ta 
be introduced to the Deaa. The verses beiag praeHtcd (a him %f 
Dr. DeUny, he kindly accepted ^t QoqipUmeat. N* 
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oi? on, SWIFT, m^. 

No pedant Bcntley proud, uncoutl^ 
JJor sweetening dedicator smoothj» 
In one attempt has ever dar d 
To sap, or storno, this mighty bari 
Nor Envy does, nor Ignorance, 
Make on his works the- least advance^ 
For t^is, behold ! still flies afar 
Where'er his genius docs appear 3 
Nor has tAat ought to do above. 
So meddles not with Swift and Jove. 
A faithful, universal fame 
Jn glory spreads abroad hismamej, 
pronounces Swift, with loudest breat^^ 
{piiQor^^ fTQwn before h^s death. 



EPIGRAMS, 

OCCASIONED BY DR. SWIFT's INTENDED UQBTITAV 
FOB IDIOTS AND LVNATXCi(.S. 

J. 

1 UK DiOpti miUt die^-^-oar idiots to matntadn!^ 
Perish, ye idiou! and long live the Dean I ' 

ij. 
O Genius of Hiheniia's state> 
SubHnaeJy good* severely great. 
How doih this latest act excel 
All you have done or wrote so Mrell I 



3^ fcPl6RAM^ 

Satire may be the child of sptte, 
And fame might bid the Dr^pier write : 
But to relieve, and to endov^, 
Creatures that know not whence or how^ 
Argues a soul both good and wise. 
Resembling him who rules the skies* 
He to the thoughtful mind displays 
Immortal skill ten thousand ways; 
And, to complete his glorious task. 
Gives what we have not sense to ask ! 

III. 

Lo ! Swift to idiots bequeaths his store : 
Be wise, fe rich ! — consider thus the poor ! 



ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S 
BIRTH-DAY. 

IBEINQ ON NOV. 30, ST. ANDRBW*S DAT. 

Set WEEN the hours of twelve and one. 
When half the world to rest were gonc^ 
Entranced in softest sleep I lay. 
Forgetful of an anxious day j 
From every care and labour free. 
My soul as calm as it 6ould be. 

The queen of dreams^ well pleas'd to find 
An undisturbed and vacant mind, 
With magick pencil trac'd my brain, 
And there she drew St. Patrick's dean ; 
I straight beheld on either hand 
Two saints, like guardian angels, standi 
And either claim'd him for their son« 
And thus the Kigh dispute tiegun : 



ON THE DBAn'^ BlJlT^-DAy. 34^ 

St Andrew first, with reason strong. 
Maintained to him he did hcjong. • 
"Swift is my own, by right divTne, 
AiJt)orn upon this d^y arc rmne," 

St. Patrick said, " I own this tru^ 
So far he <Joes belong to yoq, ; 
But in my church he's born again. 
My son adopted, and ray Dean. 
When first the Qhristian truth I gpreaa. 
The poor within this isle I fed. 
And darkest errours banish'd hence. 
Made knowledge in their place commcoc^: 
Nay more, at my divine command. 
All noxious creatures fled the land. 
J made both pe^ce an4 plenty Smil^, 
Hibernia was my favouritfs; idc ; 
^QW his— for he succeeds to me. 
Two angels cannot more agree. 

*' His joy is, to relieve the poor j 
Behold them weekly at his door ! < 
His knowledge.too,iii brightest rays. 
He hke the sun to all conveys. 
Shows wisdgiB-ia a single pdg«, 
' Apd in /[Tne hour instructs an age. 
When tuin lately stood around 
Th* enclosures of my sacred ground. 
He gloriously did interpose. 
And sav'd it from invading fgesj 
For this I claim immortal Swift, 
As my own son, arid Heaven's best gift;* 

1^ Caledonian saint enrag'd, 
Now closer in dispute cngag'd. . 
Issays to prove, by transmigration. 
The Dean is of the Scottish nation; 
And, to confirm the truth, he chose 
The loyal soul of great Montrose ; 
♦' Montrose and he are both the s^me, 
Tbejr onl^ differ in the i^amc ; 



549 ON THE l)fiAV*8 BIRTH DAT. 

Both heroes in a righteous cause. 
Assert their liberties and laws ; 
He's now the san)e^ Montrose was then. 
But that the sword is tum*d a pen, 
A pen of so great power* each word 
Defends beyond the hero's sword.** 

Now words grew high — we can't suppose 
Immortals ever come to blows. | 

But least unruly passion should | 

Degrade them into flesh and blood. 
An angel quick from Heaven descends. 
And he at once the contest ends: 

" Ye reverend pair from discord cease. 
Ye both mistake the present case; 
One kingdom cannot have pretence 
To so much virtue! so much sense! 
Search Heaven's record; and there you'll find. 
That he was born for adl mankind.'* 



AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT NQGENT, Esa.* 

WITH A PICTURE OF DR, SWIFT, 
BT WILLIAM DVMXIM, D. D. -f*. 

To gratify thy long desire 

(So Love and Piety require), 

From Bindon's { colours you may trace 

The patriot's venerable face* 

* Created baron Nugent and viscount Clare, l^ec* 20. 1766* If* 

<(• This elegant tribute of gratitude^ as it was written at that 

4ismal period of the Dean's life when all suspicion of flattoy 

must vanish^ reflects the highest honour on the ingeniottt writer^ 

and cannot but b^ agreeable to the admirers of Dr. Swift. N. 

X Samuel Bindon, eiq.» one of the greatest pai^tcn and anU- 
ttcts of his time. On account of hit age, and some littlt Buloe 
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The last, O Nugent I which his art 
Shall ever to the. world impart j 
For know, the prime of mortal men« 
That matchless monarch of the pen 
(Whose labours, like the genial sun« 
Shall through revolving agds ru(i> 
Yet nev6r, like the sun, decline. 
But in their full meridian shine). 
That evef-honour*d, fsnyied sage, 
So long the wonder of his age. 
Who cbarmM us with his goldeq strain. 
Is not the shadow of the Dean : 
He only breathes Bceotian air — 
«« O! what a falling off was there T 

Hibernia's Helicon is dry. 
Invention, Wit, and Humour die; 
And what remains against the stornf^ 
Of Malice, but an empty forn^^ 
The nodding ruins of a pile. 
That stood the bulwark of this isle ? 
In which the sisterhood was fix*d 
Of candid Honour,. Truth unmix*d. 
Imperial Reason, Thought profound. 
And Charity, diffusing round 
In cheerful rivulets to £ow 
Of Fortune to the sons of woe ? 

Such one, my Nugent, was thy Swift, 
Endued with each exalted gift, 
Bpt io ! the pure aethereal Same 
Is darkened by a misty steam : 
The balm exhansted breathes no smell. 
The rose is withered ere it fell. 
That godlike supplepient of law. 
Which held the wicked world in awe, 

fn hxs sight, he threw aside his pencH soon after the year 1750 } 
^nd afterward lived to a good old age, greatly beloved aiid respecte4 
by all who had the happiness either of his &icAdship or ac^uain^ 
{Ui^c. Hedied June 2| 1765. N*^ 
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And cooM the tide of faction stem^ 
Is but a shell ^thout the gem. 

Ye sons of genius» who ^ould aim 
To build An everlasting fame. 
And, in the £eld of lettered arts. 
Display the trophies of your parts. 
To yonder mansion turn aside. 
And mortify youf growing pride. 
Behold the brightest of the race. 
And Nature's honour, in disgrace : 
With humble resignation own, 
That all your talents are a loan ;' 
By Providence advanced for use, 
Which you should study to produce. 
Reflect, the mental stock, alas ! 
However current now it pass. 
May haply be recall'd from you 
Before the grave demands his due. 
Then, while your morning star proceeds, • 
Directs your course to worthy deeds. 
In fuller day discharge your debts > 
For, when your sun of reason sets, 
The night succeeds ; and all your schemes 
Of glory vanish with your dreams. 

Ah ! where is now the supple train,. % 
That danc*d attendance on the Dean ? 
Say, where arc those facetious folks. 
Who shook with laughter at his jokes. 
And with attentive rapture hung 
On wisdom, dropping from his tongue; 
Who fook'd witn high disdainful pride 
On all the busy world beside, 
And rated his productions more 
Than treasures of Peruvian ore ? 

Grood Christians I they with bended kboesif 
ingulfed the wiae^ but loath the lees. 
Averting (so the text commands). 
With ardent eyes and upcast hands; 



^he cup of sorrow from their lips^ 
And flj, like rats from sinking ships. 
While some, who by his friendship rose 
^o wealth, in concert with his foes 
Hun counter to their former track, 

.Like old Actaeon*s hofrid pack 
Of yelling mungrils, in requitals 
To riot on their master^s vitals; 
And, where they cannot blast his laurels^ 
Attempt to stigmatize his morals -, 
Through Scandal's magnifying glass 
His foibles view, but virtues pass. 
And on the ruins of his fame 
Erect an ignominious name. 
So vermin foul, of vile extraction, 
The $i^wn of dirt and putrefaction^ 
The sounder members traverse o*er, 
!But fix and .fatten on a^ sore. 
Hence I peace, ye wretches, who revile 
His wit, his humour, and his style; 
Since all the monsters which he drew 
Were only meant to copy you -, 
And, if the colours be not fainter. 
Arraign yourselves, and not the painter. 

But, O! that He, who gave him breathy 
Dread arbiter of life and death -, 
That He, the moving soul of all,. 
The sloping spirit would recall. 
And crown him with triumphant meeds. 
For all his past heroick deeds. 
In mansions of unbroken rest. 
The bright republick of the bless'd ! 
Irradiate his benighted mind 
With living light of light refin'd ; 
And these the blank of thought employ 
With objects of immortal joy 1 

Yet, while he drags the sad remains 
Of life^ slow-creeping through his veins^ 

VOL. xr. B H 
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Above the views of private ends. 
The tributary Muse attends. 
To prop his feeble steps, or shed 
The pious tear around big bed* 

So pilgrims, with devout complaints^ 
Frequent the graves of martyred saints. 
Inscribe their worth in artless lines, 
And^ in their steady embrace their shrines. 



ON THE DRAPIER. 

BY DR. OUNKIN *. 

Undone by fools at home, abroad by knaveff. 
The isle of saints became the land of slaves. 
Trembling beneath her proud oppressor's hand ; 
•But, when thy reason thunderd through the land^ 
Then all the publick spirit breath'd in thee. 
And all, except the sons of guilt, were free. 
'Blest isle, blest patriot, ever glorious strife! 
You gave her freedom, as she gave you life ! 
Thus Cato fought, whom Brutus copied well. 
And with those rights, for which you stand, he fell. 

* See the translation of CaAnis Rupes, in vol X. In the 
Select Poetical Works of Dr. Dunkin, published at Dublin in 1770, 
are four well-chosen compliments to the Dean on his birthday, 
and a very humorous poetical advertisement for a copy of Vixgil 
Travestie, which, at the Dean's request. Dr. Dunkin had much 
corrected, and afterward lost. After offering a small reward to 
whoever will restore it, he adds, 

*' Or if, when this book shall be offered to sale» 

Any printer will stop it, the bard will not fail 

To make over the issues and profits accruing 

From thence to the printer, for his care in so doii|g.s 

Provided be first to the poet will send it. 

That where it is wrong, he may alter and mend it," 

Several ttostances of Dr. Swiffs regard for this iqgenioua writer 
Piay be seen in dxe present CQllection. See vol. XJX. p. 151, N, 
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EPTTAM, IPROPOSlED tOR DR. SWIFT. 174$: 

«lt JACET 

DEMOCittTVS ILLS HEOTERICVS, RABELAESIVS NOSTERy 

ibNATHASr SWIFT, S. T. P. HVIVS CATHEDRALtS NtJPER DECANVS| 

MOMI, MVSAB.VM,,MINERVAE, ALVMNVS PERQ^AM DILECTVS $ 

XNSVL^IS, HYPOCRITIS, THEOMACHIS, IVXTA EXOSVSJ 

QVOS TRIBVTIM SVMMO CVM LEPORE 

DERISIT, DENVDAVIT, DBBELLAVIT. 

PATRIAE IMFELICIS PATRONVS IMPICER, ET PROPVONATCTR 

' PRIMO^ES ARRIPVITy POPVLVMC^VE INTERRITVS> 

VNI SCILICET AEQVVS VIRTVTI. 

HANC FAVILLAM 

8t QTJI5 ADES, NEC PENITVS EXCORS .VIDETVR9 

SEBITA SPARGES LACRYMA. 



EPIGRiyM ON TWO GREAT MEN. 1745* 

1 wo geniuses one age dnd nation grace : 
Pride of opx isles, and b0ast of human race ! 
Great sage! great bard I supreme in knowledge born I 
The world to mend, enlighten, and adorn ! 
Truth on Cinifmerian darkness pours the day I 
Wit drives in smiles the gloom of minds away I , 
Ye kindred suns on high, ye glorious spheres. 
Whom have ye seen, i^ twice three thousand years^ 
Whom have ye seen, like these, of mortal birth 5 
Though Archimede and Horace blest the earth ? 
Barbarians, from th* Equator to the Poles, 
Hark ! reason calls! wisdom awakes your souls! 
Ye regions, ignorant of Walpole's name; 
Ye dimes^ where kings shall ne er extend their fame 
H H 2 • 
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Where men, miscaird, God*s image have defac'tf^ 
Their form belied, and human shape disgrac'd ! 
Ye two-lcggd wolves! slaves! saperstitious sons? 
Lords! soldiers! holy Vandals! n^odern Huosl 
Boors, muftics, monks ; in Russia, Turkey, Spain I 
Who does not know Sjr Isaac, and The Dban? 



TO THE MEMORY OF DOCTOR SWIFT. 

Whek wasteful death has clos*d the Poets eyes. 

And low in earth his mortal essence lies ; 

When the bright flame, that once his breast inspired. 

Has to its first, its noblest seat retired ; 

5V11 worthy minds, whom love of merit swayg. 

Should shade from slander his respected bays i 

And bid that fame, his useful labours won^, 

Pure and untainted through aU ages run« 

Envy's a fiend all excellence pursues. 
But mostly poets favour'd by the Muse : 
Who wins the laurel, sacred verse bestows^^ 
Makes all, who fail in like attempts, his foes t 
No puny wit of malice can complain. 
The thorn is theirs, who most applauses gain* 

Whatever gifts or graces Heaven design'd 
To raise man*s genius, or enrich his mind. 
Were Swift's to boast-^alike his merits claim. 
The statesman's knowledge, and the poet's flame % 
The patriot's honour, zealous to defend 
His Country's ri gilts — sindfak^u/ to ike eni\ 
The sound divine, whose charities display'd 
He more by virtue than by forms was sway'd \ 
Temperate at board, and frugal of his store. 
Which he but spai'd, to make his bounties naore^ 



TO THB MBMOET OF DR. SWIFT. Z5S 

l*he generous friend, whose heart alike caress*d» 
The friend triumphant, or* the friend distressed ^ 
Who could unpain*d another s merit spy, 
Nor view a rivaPs fame with jaundiced eye j 
Humane to all> his love was unconfin'd, 
And in its scope embrac'd all humankind j 
Sharp, not malicious, was his charming wit^ 
And less to anger than reform he writ; 
Whatever rancour his productions show*d> 
t'rom scorn of vice and folly only flow*d ; 
He thought that fools were an invidious race^ 
And held no measures with the vain or base. 

Virtue so clear 1 who labours to destroy. 
Shall find the charge can but himself annoy : 
The slanderous theft to his own breast recoils^ 
Who seeks renown from iojur*d merit*^ spoils ; 
All hearts unite, and Heaven with man conspires 
To guard those virtues, she herself admires. 

O sacred bard ! — once ours !— but now no more, 
Whose loss, for ever, Ireland must deplore. 
No earthly laurels needs thy happy brow^ 
Above the poet*s arc thy honours now : 
Above the patriot*s (though a greater name 
No temporal monarch for his crown can claim). 
From noble breasts if envy might ensue. 
Thy death is all the brave can en\y you. 
Yoa died, when merit (to its fate resign*d) 
Saw scarce one friend to genius left behind* 
When shining parts did jealous hatred breed. 
And 'twas a crime in science to succeed. 
When ignorance spread her hateful mist around, 
And dunces only an acceptance found. 
What could such scenes in noble minds beget, 
But life with pain and talents With regret? 
Add, that thy spirit from the world retir'd. 
Ere hidden foes its farther grief conspir'd j 
No treacherous friend did stories yet contrive. 
To blast the Muse be flatter'd when alive, 

H u 3 
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Or sordid printer (by his inflaence led) 
Abus'd the fame that first bestow*d him brea<f. 
Slanders so mean, bad he whose nicer ear 
Abhorr'd all scandal, but surviv'd to hear. 
The fraudful tale had stronger scorn supply'd. 
And he (at length) with more disdain had died« 

But since detraction is the portion here 
Of all who virtuous durst, or great, appear. 
And the free soul no true existence gains. 
While earthy particles its flight restrains. 
The greatest favour grirofo! Death can show, 
Xs with swift dart to expedite the blow. 
So thought the Dean, who, anxious for his fatr, 
Sigh'd for release, and deem*d the blessing late. 
And sure if virtuous souls (life's travail past) 
Enjoy (as churchmen teach) repose at last. 
There's cause to think, a mind so firmly good, 
^ho vice so long, and lawless power, withstood. 
Has reach'd the limits of that peaceful shore, 
Where knaves molest, and tyrants awe, no more 5 
These blissful seats the pious but attain. 
Where incorrupt, immortal spirits reign. 
There his own Parndl strikes the living lyre. 
And Pope harmonious joins the tuneful choir j 
His Stella too (no more to forms confin'd, "j 

For heavenly beings all are of a kind) ' • > 

Unites with his the treasures of her mind, J 

With warmer friendships bids their bosoms glow* 
Nor dreads the rage of vulgar tongues below. 
Such pleasing hope the tranquil breast enjoys. 
Whose inward peace no conscious crime annoysj 
While guilty minds irresolute appear. 
And doubt a state their vices needs must fear. 

R— -T B K. 

Dablin, 
Nov. 4, 1755; 
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AN INSCRIPTION 

INTENDED FOR A COMPARTMENT IN DR. SWIFT'« 

MONUMENT, DESIGNED BY CUNNINGH^M^ 

ON C0Ll«£6E GREBN^ DUBLIN. 

Sat, to the Drapier's vast unbounded fame. 
What added honours can the sculptor give ? 

None. — Tis a sanction from the Drapier's name 
Must bid the sculptor and his marble live« 
June 4, 1765. 



AN EPIGRAM. 

OCCASIONED BY THE ABOVE INSCRIPTION. 

Which gave the Dra pier birth two realms contend^ 

And each asserts her poet, patriot, friend : 

Her mitre jealous Britain may deny 5 

That loss lerne's laurel shall supply: 

Through life's low vale, she, grateful, gave him bread ; 

Her vocal stones shall vindicate him dead. 

1766. W.B. J.N. 
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▲ CANTATA. 




A CANTATA* 
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A CARTAtA> 




A CAITTATA* 
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A CAHTATA. 




A CANfATA. 
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A XAtTTiLTA* 
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VERSES 

ON TWO CXLEBRATED mODBRV POSTS* 

JDehold, those ipop^rch oaks, that rise^ 
With lofty branches, to the skies. 
Have large proportion^ root^ that grow 
With equal longitude below: 
Two bards, that now in fashion reign. 
Most aptly this device explain : ^ 

If this to clouds and stars will venture. 
That creeps as far to reach the centre j 
Or, more to show the thing I mean> 
Have you not o*er a sawpit seen 

.. A skiird mechanick, that has stood 
High on a length of prostrate wood. 
Who hir d a subterraneous friend 
To take his iron by the end ; 
But which exceird was never founds 
The man above, or under ground. 
' .The moral is so plain to hit, 

. That, bad I been the god of wit, 
Then, in a sawpit and wet weather. 
Should Young and Philips drudge together *» 

• This 18 10 be undentood as a censure only of the poctjcal 
ckaracter of those gtatlcmen. As men, the Dean esteemed them 
both ) and on Philips ia particular conferred many sigjaai acts of 
fxicndthip, N* 
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UPON CARTHY'S ♦ THREATENING TO 
TRANSLATE PINDAR, 

You have uodooe Horaoe, — virbat should hinder 
Thy Muse from falling upon Pindar i 
But ere you mount his fiery steed, ^ 
Beware, O Bard, how you proceed ; 
For should you give him once the reins^. 
High up in- air hell turn your brains j 
And if you should his fury check, 
Tis ten to one he breaks your neck. 



Dr. Swift wrote the folIowiko bptgrah ov 

ONE DeLACOURT*S COMPLIMENTING pAtLTUY, A 
SCHOOLMASTER^ ON HIS POBTRT. 

EPIGRAM. 

Carthy, you say, writes well — hisgeoius trocj 
You pawn your word for him — he'll vouch for jrooL 
So two poor knaves, who find their credit fail« 
To cheat the world> becomes each other's bail. 

* Carthy» a scribbling schoolmaster^ wrote some severe Im» «s 
Dr. Swift and his friends. F. 

END OF THE ELEVENTH VOLUME. 
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